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To His GRACE the 


good Writer, to a Per- 
ſon of Taſte and Ele- 
S246S= gance, no more needs 
e an Apology from the 
Doe, than the Other would require 


! : Merit is the ſtrongeſt Title 


o ſuch a Patron; and ſuch a 
A 2 Patron 


—— rr 
© . 


has not the Sanction of either of 


more than Amends for {ſuch a Di j 


>DEDICATION,- 
Patron is juſtly pleas'd with an 
Qpportunity of doing it Honour 
Were the Genius of a go ö 
Writer mine, my Lord, as the 
true Accompliſhments of a Patron 
are Yours, twould enable me, in 
ſome Degree, to deſerve the Fa- 
vour of Your Protection; which, 
in the preſent Circumſtance, I 
can owe to Your Good Nature 
only. muſt confeſs it appears 
no great Compliment, to preſent # 
Your Grace with a Play, which 


= 
- * 4 

* 

9 

+ 


the eſtabliſh'd Theatres, to re- 
* 
commend it. However, ſhould 
it be honourd with Your Ap 


probation notwithſtanding, twill be 


advantage,” and infinuate to the 
Worldf 


| 


4 
Y 
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DEDICATION 


an \ rorld, that, as twas an Eſſay to 
ur. entertain Politeneſs and good 
df Senſe, I might preſume to chuſe 
he Patron accordingly. 


On 
in 1 I am with profound Reſpect, 
Fa- 
h, FP”, | 
19 My LORD, 


Tour Grace's 
Mot Obedient 


Humble Servant, 


J. RALPH. 
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#ARLEQUIN's OPERA: 


ACTI. SCENE I 


3 Meanvyell, Ballad, and Modely. 
; MEzANWELL. | 


WAm really ſurpriz'd, Mr Ballad, that you 

mould dimonour your Son's Marriage with 
ſach an Entertainment 

Bal. Blood! Mr. Meaxwell, I don't under- 
ſtand what you intend by dimonouring my 
Son's Marriage with ſuch an Entertain- 
. ment. 
ea. Why then, to be plain with you, a modern Opera, i in 
** would be but a poor Entertainment at any Mar- 


, ode. Your Engl 7/1 Operas, I grant you; but your Balla 
ald do Honont to a Prince's Marriage. 
, & can. Yes, Sir, I believe as much as any other Part of the 
emony. 
* lode. Some People, Sir, 8 2 not been happy in 9 | 
or 
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z The Faſbionable' Lady; or, 


for ſo refin'd an Entertainment, have affected to condemn it, 
only to conceal their Weakneſs, - | | 
Mean. And ſome People, Sir, from a very faſhionable Abſur- 
dity, have affected to be in Raptures at a Beauty they did not un- 
derſtand. | 3 
Mode. Stocks and Stones! infinitely more ſtupid and inſenſi- 
ble than the Rocks aud Woods that, inchanted by the Operas of 
Amphion, danc'd to the Walls of Thebes. 4 
new. He, bs, ba! erer we 1 
Bal. Confound your Ampbion's, your dancing Rocks, and 
Italian Gimcracks! I ſent for you to hear my Friend Dramas 
Play; not to quarrel about ſqueaking Recitative, paltry Eunuchs, i 
and a Trill of inſignificant out-landiſh Vowels. = 
Mode, More good Manners, old Gentleman, or by the U- up 
tiverſe I'll leave you and your Poet to howl out your auk ward fan 
Gidberiſh, like a Pair of Country Pariſh Clerks, to your ſelves. Wn 
Bal. Go to the Devil, Sir, if you pleaſe. I'gad, there B, 

is not a Country Pariſh-Clerk , that has twanp'd a cou- 
ple of Staves thro”, his Noſe every Szxday, for forty Vear 
ſhcceflively, but knows more of true Mufick than yon, and 
all your Seze/ino's put together. Pariſh-Clerks, quotha! the ti. 
ere Angels to ſuch effeminate Warblers. mo 
Mode. Abominable Compariſon! a Pariſh- Clerk and Senef a 
#0! an Exgliſb Opera, aud Radamiftas !, 1 8 


Bal. An Engliſh Opera and Rad---dad---da — Confound 
this Italian it ties up a Man's Voice like the Appearance of 
Ghoſt at Midnight. Look ye, Sir, there is a certain Engl: 1 a 
Opera that ſhall be nameleſ·— m. 
Mode, 1 tell you, old Gentleman, you talk like a Madman 
that very Opera is — na 
Bal. No Blaſpheiny againſt that very Opera! — I ſay, "ti 
the Maſter- piece of Art, the Glory of its Author, the Deligh ; 
- of a whole Nation. It raviſnh'd the Nobility, Men, Women 
and Children; inchanted the City; and ftrold all over t. 
Country. It makes me as eloquent as Mr. Qzibble the On 


E Wa 


Bal. Then bow down in Honour of them, as I do, or, by thi 
Lord Harry, I'll ſend you, for a Seneſino, to the Grand Signio 
to warble out Cantatas to his Miſtreſſes, and charm them 

far as you are able. — Pox of thele Fellows! they roaſt me li 
a Smithfield Saint in Fox's Martyrology.. But, to my Comfori 

bete comes my Author — Servant, Mr. Drama! q 


a wh. 
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Harlequin's Op E RA. 3 
SCENE Ii. Meanwell, Modely, Ballad, and 


Drama. | 


yg? Mr. Drama, your humble Servant. 


Drama. Gentlemen, yours, 
= Bal. Faith, you are come very ſeaſonably ; theſe two Gen- 
lemen, Meanwell and Modely, have endeavoured to ſwinge me, 
ot I have ſtood my Ground like a Finsbury Hero; and now for 
4 rertain, we'll win the Day, or die like the Prince of Orange, 
hs, in the laſt Dyke. M7 | * 
= Mean. See, Mr. Drama, to what a Pitch you have wound 
U-. op Mr. Ballad. He makes Similes like a young Poet in Love, 
ard and thunders them out with as much Rapidity as a Sea- Captain 
res. wears in the midſt of a Storm. Deal ingenuouſly, Has not 
cre glad an Hand in your Opera? Has not he embroidered it 
ou- Vith a few Sonnets and Similes at leaſt? Be frank, we are all 
ear rica ds. 
andi Bal. Yes, and be hang'd, you are all Friends, indeed; but 
hey tis, like Court- Members, to the other Side of the Queſtion. Say 
othing, Mr. Drama; and to prevent any farther Diſpute, we'll 
ef all in the Players, and begin. 


und SCENE III. Meanwell, Modely, and Drama, 


1 Drama. To be free with you, Gentlemen, Mr. Ballad really 
Imagines he has a Share in this ſame Opera, You muſt know, 


nan{Wbe ſent me a whole Quire of Songs, adapted to old Tunes, and 
made Collections among his Friends, of all the Doggrel Stuff 
»,;WMthey had ever ſcribbled to their Miſtreſſes, to help me on with 
ny Deſign, forſooth! I had immediately almoſt a Ream of 
Wilt Paper in Sonnets. It coſt me a Fortnight to read them o- 
er, they were ſo wretchedly ſpelt, and ſo abominably writ. 
Mean. Poor Mr. Drama! Faith, I had rather read a Seaman's 
Wy ournal to the Eaſt-Indies, or Parſon Scare-Devil's Sermons 
einſt the Stage, than endure ſuch Drudgery. But ſhall we be- 
eit by their Labours? | 
Drama. Benefit! no, no, Mr. Meanwell, they were all fo 
recrably vile, that no Benefit can poſſibly reſult from them, 
nico 2!cls tis negatively, by avoiding every Thought, Circumſtance, 
od Exprefſion, that they have us'd. However, I'll venture to 


1 be — a Specimen of Mr. Ballad's Muſe. But here he comes 
imielt. 


B z SCENE 


. ; | | ' k E 

: | a ; = . | ; ; * 
4 The Faſbionable Lady; or, 

4 : 4 
i SCENE Iv. Meanwell, Modely, Ballad, al 
ll Drama. F | 
4 Bal. Well, Gentlemen, are you convinc'd? Are you decon 
„ Converts to Exgliſb Opera's? Has Mr. Drama enlightned youl 
4 Eyes, and improv'd your Underſtandings? Has he given 50 
i - new Ears, Signior Italiano? Has he drove your Outlandil 
4 Flouriſhers off the Stage? Hah! poor Rogues! How th 
qJ look! How they ſtare! My Eloquence confounds them. I x 4 


certainly inſpir'd. I'll write Opera's my ſelf. I'll be the Hai 
lothrumbo of the{ Age, and have a Statue in Moor-Fields eres » 
to my Memory. What Papers are thoſe, Drama? Song 
let's hear them, my dear Rogue! let them be a Prologue to off 
Play: Come, tune, my Sons of Cat-gut ; my little Orphen:'if 
tickle it away. Law! I wiſh I was an Actor. I would ffi 
moſt melodioufly, I would raviſh the Ladies with the Harmon 
of my Voice. The Beaux from the Side-Box ſhould cry, Brau 
Braviſſimo! the Criticks in the Pit, Encore! Excore ! the G 
lery crack with Applauſe; and the Knights of the Rairioll 
4 | thunder from on high, like a Herd of wild Aſſes in the Mo 4 
Drama. The Gentlemen of the Shoulder -Knot are much 
blig'd to you for your Simile. But, ſince your Voice is ſo go 
pray entertain your Friends with this Song of your own con. 
; 7 Ay, ay, with all my Heart, faith: Singing one's on 
Songs is a double Pleaſure, tis like a beautiful Profo 
on Eſtate. Hem! hem! hem! 


Reads. A Song, by way of Prologue, to the Faſhionali? 

C Lay, o Harlequins Opera, by the Worſhipful Chauny, 

lad, Eſq; R 5 

4 That's I, Gentlemen, that's I. I am the worſhipful Cha 
Ballad, Efq; and the Author of this Song. Strike up, Fidd\l 
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0 AIR I. A Cobler there was, 6c. 


800 When Farce and when Muſick can ele out a Play, © 

| CONE ax write for the Stage, and contend for the Bay, 

Hong Graces, and Muſes, we need not their Aid, 

fs L our Tune, that we truſt, and our Tunes are all made. 
| Derry down, &c. FY 


ona be Lord, and the Fatman, the Squire, and the Cit. 
aun ;- cbarm'd with our Numbers, are pleas d with our Wit; 
bim that we follow, tis Faſhion we chuſe, 
a crown with new Honours the Opera Muſe. 
dad Derry down, c. ; Fe» 

—- t 

bo hat, are you I dumb? all dumb! Nay, then *tis meer 
and, by the . Harry, l'li triumph over your Ill- na- 


— 


on, however, and ſee if you can den 


+ I L 
Eis ſo notogiouſly due to the worſhipful Ebaunter Bal- 
x {quire. | 


; a everal Sailors following with Portmanteaus, &c. 


k. Go, my bold Hearts! carry your Lading to Mrs. Cheaz- 
my old Birth in * and keep 3 good. Lochen 
. 3 or 
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Harlequin: OPERA. 5 


gas I have already over your Underſtandings. Come, ſit 
Mr. Drama, 


EICENE v. Enter Hackum, as juſt aligbted A | 


rr eee eee 


——————_ 


fort, ſhe makes Allowance for all my Lee-Way. I ſhall be- 


then who can bid fairer for her than I; for when was it know 


voted, and moſt humble Seryant. You have juſt left your 8 
73 1 


6 * 9 
Pu ; - | : 38 
6 The Faſbionable Lach; or, A 
for fear of Pirates by the way. Bear a Hand there, fl one. 
By the Wars, there is abundantly more Danger — 1 Hoey ns q 
ſaug in a Harbour. Here are your Whores and Surgeons, Law- i 
yers and Pick-pockets, Prieſts and Stateſmen, that grapple to 4 
one's Eſtate, Body and Conſcience, and, on the firſt Opportu- 
nity, blow up all without Mercy, By the Devil, an honeſt 8 
Maa is in Danger at every Step. 7 


AIR II. An old Woman poor and blind. 


Recejves his Pay, and, ev'ry Day, 
Decreaſes ſtill the Store; 


The Draw-back Fees of all Degrees, | p b ; 
5 The cunning Sharper's Wile, 1 
| The modiſb Game, the wanton Dame, 


Soon render vain bis Toil. 1 
In Caſe of a War, I find, *twould have been only changing on wk. 
Set of Dangers for another. But Peace is certainly a good thing 
a very good thing; and Land, upon the whole, a ſater Eleme 
than Water. Theſe whoreſon Bullets, and villanous Storm 
regard a Captain no more than a Swabber. But *gad I am cul 
ſedly gall'd with my Journey, *tis better to beſtride a Yard- 1 \ 
when the Sea runs Mountain high, than ride theſe damn'd Tro 
ters a League, However, this ſame Mrs. Foible is my Con 


welcome to her as a new Faſhion. She is always in Love wi 
a new Faſhion; nay, ſhe proteſts ſhe will marry a new Faſhio 


\ 


b 


before, that a Sea-Captain grew weary of the Service for wi 
of Employ? - | 9 


SCENE VI. Hackum and Smooth. BH" 
Smooth, Captain Haclum, I am your moſt obedient, moſt Wi 


3% 
_. 
1 et 


of * 
2 9 7 


ne. Captain, bah? What News pry'thee, have you triumphed? may 
one venture to congratulate? You muſt know, I always believ'd 
vou a moſt valiant Man, that fighting was your Diverſion, and 


* % 


e to conſequently — you know my Meaning. 


rtu- 2 Hack. You are in the right, young Gentleman, Fighting is my 
W Diverſion. I'll tell you, Mr. Smooth, in the laſt Fight in the 
= Mediterranean, I kill'd ſo many, that I was afraid of their 
X Ghoſts for above a Month after. In ſhort, I could never turn 
into my Cabin without getting drunk with the Chaplain, to pre- 
IF ſerve my ſelf from ſuch troubleſome Company. _ 

Smooth, Indeed 1a! well, upon my Life, this is the only Rea- 
ſon why I did not Ship my ſelf for the Scene of Action at the 
laſt Rupture. I knew I ſhould be immoderately valiant, and 
tis really a carſed thing to be plagu'd with one's Enemies after 
they are dead. | 


1 AIR III. When I was a Dame of Honour. | 


| To ſhun the dreadful Moes that wait 
The mighty Heroe's Paſſion, 
In Peace I wiſely choſe my Fate, 
The Follower of the Faſhion ! 
Like other doughty Sons of War, 
' Afraid of ſuch Perdition, 
To ſavage Hearts, that tempt the Snare, 
I threw up my Commiſſion, 


© 


Well, but Captain tho*, if you deſign to renew your Addre 

Mrs. Foible, I can tell you wes a World of Rivals. —— 
Penton your humble Servant, in the Way. There's Mr. Merit 
1 he unfaſhionable Man of Senſe, Mr. bim the Humouriſt 
. T. the Virtuoſo, and, and, and, infiviment F autre —- 
9 be 8 mown a very Goddeſs, and receives half the Town as her 


L | 18 — 
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8 The Faſhionable Lady; or, 


[ | AIR IV. From thee to me ſhe turns her Eyes. 
The coxrtly Rake, the boary Sage, 
The Officer in Lace, 
The ſable Prieſt, the filken Bean, 
Is Cluſters throng to gaze. : 
With beedleſs Eye, 4 
Her Glances fly, : | : I 
5 . Wihouta S$rgb ; | 8 | 
. She ſees ber Lovers dye, . 


AM Without @ Sigh foe bears their Noe, 
"| A424 ſees them round ber dye. 


| Hack. Good, good, I like her Behaviour much, it argues 
great Diſcretion. I ſee ſhe prefers your brave Man, your valiant 
| Man, your Man of Honour, your Champion, your Hero, ſach 
j as Sir Francis Drake, or Captain Haclam. I ſhall certainly 8 
i carry her off, ſhe ſtrikes already, I ſhall fire only for Honour's i 
ſake, and then the Prize is my own. | 1 
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Al R v. Now comes on the Glorious Year. 
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Arm, gentle Lordings! arm again * 
Another Fleet, to fright the Main; 
The Shew will all our Votus obtain, 
' Without the Toil of Fighting: 
The Navy, like the Court, will ſpine, 
And Beanty grace the Battel Line; 
To Seamer's Airs the Beaux mcline, 
And Seamen's Dreſs delight in. 


P Smooth, 1 don't think, Captain Hackam, your Happineſs fo 


* 
3 
Fd q 
1 
* 


certain as you feem to imagine; for, to my certain Knowledge, 


there is another Perſon, who has abundantly more Reaſon to 
* expect Mrs. Foible than you, and who has received more Favours. 


Hack. Blood and Thunder! Favours! who dares dream of 


5 . Favours? Þ'll Keel-haul the Dog. I'll put him in the Bilboes 
for a whole Voyage. I'll hang him up at the Yard-Arm. 


Smooth, Don't be in a Paſſion, noble Captain; I only men- 


e f tion'd the Poflibility of Favours. I thaught one might have in- 


ſinuated one's own Happinefs, without provoking you. 
. Hack. Your Happineſs! what, are you the formidable thing 


chat muſt out-fail me in this Chace? Death! you are no more to 
me than a Datch Fly-Boat to a Firſt-Rate Man of War. But 
n won lower your Topfails, I'll only ſtep home to careen, 
nd then the Lady herſelf, like an Admiralty Judge, ſhall deter- 


nine the Prize. 


SCENE VII. Smooth ſolus. 


Smooth, Go thy Ways, Bully Hector. I'll find a Means to 


ee reveng's on this Triton, or loſe my Reputation with the 
S Ladies for ever. He a M 


an of Gallantry! He win a fine 


Lady! the Monſter in he Tempeſt might as reaſonably expect 
i. But to my Comfort, I no ſooner appear, but he is lighted 


lie an old Faſhion. IR 
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A thouſand Rivals round me ſtrove, | 
To ſooth my Charmer into Love, x 
And vainly breath'd their amorous Moan, oF 
But when I ſpoke ber all divine, 1 
Her Soul became entranc d with mine, 5 
As mine with hers alone. » 


A 
„ 


< 
n 


Let me ſee— ay, ay, by the Univerſe, Signior Harlequin the 
Dumb Conjurer is entirely in the Mode — Pl conſult him in 
my Revenge — as I am a Beau, that will do incomparably — i 
Dem it I was never fo cunning before. -Y 
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1 Harlequin? Optra, 14 


Ss Þ 


Js CENE vn. As. Foible's Houſe. Merit joles 


Merit. Tis a confounded thing to have one's Reaſon and In- 
& clinations at perpetual variance, and our Reſolutions the Spott 
of either. But juſt now, 1 had 8 determined never to ſee 
Mrs. Foible more, and in that very inſtant,I only ſaw the Tag of her 


2X Footman's Shoulder-Knot, and am inſenſibly betray'd into a 
Vit to the very Creature I deſpis'd. Her Coufin Sprightly is a 
WF thouſand times the more deſerving Woman; but on and 
WF Reaſon are very ſeldom conſiſtent. 


3 AIR vu. Why will Flrella when I gaze. 
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O Love, thou Source of flat ring Foy! 
Thou God of pleaſing Pain! 
No more thy erring Darts employ, 
Or rack my Heart in vain, 
F ill Succeſs attend my Vows, 
1 neer enjoy ber Charms; 
¶ good, her Folly crowns my Woes, 
And grieves me in her Arms, 


The Faſhionable Lady; or, 


5 SCENE IX. Merit and Sprightly: 
* AIR VIII. Bary Fair. . 


doing! ----- The forſaken Squire's Garland! Exgliſb Ope- 
ras !------ And the Two Children in the Wood. — Ha! ha! ha! 


V— 


0 Bat while be pans'd upon the Brink, 
bil Clarinda langbing loud, 
il Dire&#s him #6 the Willow Tree, 
"M Or bids him chaſe the Flood. 
lf Awak'd by her inſulting Airs, 
M While Anger thrill'd bis Blood, 
Wl He bravely ſcorw'd the Willow Tree, 
1 And left the pang Flood. 1 
Mi Why Merit, what 2 lamentable, whining, miferable Lover art 
nt thou grown of late? The exact Copy of Dalcines's moſt pro- 
* und Adorer, the very Quixei of true Affection and everlaſt- 
M ing Conſtancy till Death. Really my Coufin Foible is the 
Bll very Emblem of Cruelty, to negle& ſo true a Turtle. Poor 
1 Creature! I am afraid you'll die of the Exgliſh Diſeaſe at laſt ; 
10 youll certainly hang your ſelf, and be brought in Lunatick, by 
1 the Coroner's — : Then the doleful Elegies on your Un- 
4 


Mer. Faith, Mrs. Sprightly, this is quite unmerciful ; you 


expect 


4 overpower me with your Raillery; you are as keen as the 
Fil North-wind, in a March Morning, and almoſt as loud ; while 
9 J. like a duck'd Scold, have ſcarce Breath or Courage to make 
1 1 an Anſwer — a Lover, I perceive, is grown a greater 
31 ity than a Ghoſt; he appears but once an Age, and then is 
| gaz'd at as a Prodigy. — Upon my fe, at this rate, I hall 


Erd ſhewn up and down the Country as an Exotick, 

5 2 155 Aloe in Bloſſow, can hardly be ſeen above once 
in 4 Man's Life — *tis certain a Lover is half a Micacle; the 
Faſhionable World hardly ever believes there is ſuch a Cree- 
ture, and, when It does, tis like ſome wonder in Gzives, on 
ihe Credit of the Relator. a - 


AIR IX. The Morning Break. 


\ 


War Cupid, and your Hymen ew, 

When they prepare the Marriage Vow, 
Aſſume the wily Lawyer's Brow, 5 
And art what Fointure Friends allow. 


No more they tatk of mutual Pain, 
The Heart belov'd that loves again, 
Aud when they do, they only feigu; 
Without the Wealth the Paſfion's vain. 


Spright. Well ſaid — I begin to have ſome Hopes of you 
now — when a Lover can attack his own Paſſion with Ha- 
mour, I gueſs that, with a little Pains and Mortification, he 
may get over it — tis a Sign there is ſtill a Remainder of 
Mirth tickling about his Heart. — Bat when he anſwers in 
= Sighs, converſes in Groans, reads Romances, repeats the 
"T8 Rants of Tragedy; I am for ſending him to the Incurables; 
he is not fit fer this World, I am fare. . a 
Mer. Why then, to be free with you, Madam, I fancy my 
ſelf a Lover of that Stamp after all; I am like a poor 
Sculler in à ſtrong Tide, I have labour'd hard againſt the 
Stream, but to no purpoſe, and am, at laſt, oblig'd to commit 
my ſelf to Chance, and the Mercy of the Element. 
Spright, That is to ſay, a Woman's Will. — Are not you 
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now the moſt raſh, and inconſiderate of the whole 
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. Tribe of Lovers? To riſque the Happineſs of your Life in 

ſo wild a Manner. Why *tis truſting to F — *tis depending 

on Vanity, "tis courting Inconſtancy —— You know my 

Confin Foidle is the Aſſemblage of every Female Folly — 

3h true the is beautiful as Yerxs, and would dreſs like one of the 

70 Graces ; but that A ffectation ruins her Gentility, as Pride ſul- 

3 lies her Beauty. — Beſides, her Brain is as empty as a Harpſi- 

chord, and her Heart as various as its Muſick; her Converſa- 

. tion is trifling as an Opera, and her Paſſions a Medley like 
13 an Eutertainment. Ant 


. — AIR X. Peggy grieves me. 


4 

1 Like ber Pandora left the Skies ; 2 
. The Snare of pleaſing Ruin ! in 
[If Like bers Pandora's ſparkling Eyes, x 
WM Were ev'ry Man's undoing. 1 
i Tho" Beauties deck'd Pandora's Face, = 
I; And Foible * as many, 
7 : A Curſe attended ev'ry Grace, 

fi A Bleſſing ſcarce on any. 
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Mer. Upon my Life, Madam, this is making too free with 
your Couſin I always belier'd ſhe was not the moſt per- 
fet Woman in Life, but can never believe her the worſt — 
de is (till a fine Jewel, tho' 'tis poſſible a little undervalued by 
accidental Flaws. : 3 
HGFyrigbt. Come, come, this is only like a Lover, you a& ſtil! 
nn the ſame Character — You are like a coſtive Poet, who 
. thinks he has ſtumbled on a new Thought, when he has only 
> aiter'd the Phraſe of an old one. — Yon can ſee your Mi- 
ſtreſs is not perfect, but will not ſuffer any body elſe to be as 
wiſe as your ſelf. —- But PII! convince you preſently — I'II 
ſhew you this Idol incircled with Adorers, but with ſuch A- 
dorers, as an Idol of any Senſe would thunder from its Pre- 
"ſence, as Affronts to its Divinity. 


AIR XI. Gently touch the warbling Lyre. 


Gently, God of fond Deſire ! 
Gently draw this venom'd Dart, 
Kindly cool bis frantick Fire, 
Softly eaſe his tortur d Heart; 
Pleaſing Paſſion now beſtow, 
Paſſion free from ev ry Woes 
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SCENE 


16 The F aſbionable Lacy; or, 


a thouſand times better, by the Humours of R=ſtigo, and his MW 


_——  — ON IT 


SCENE X. Meanwell, Modely, Drama, Ballad 
riſing in 4 Rage. = 

Bal. Ouns, Mr. Drama, what d'ye mean by ſuch ſtupia 
Stuff as this? Let me be hang'd if I have not been entertain's 


Man Terrible, at Sauthwark-Fair ——— by ae 

Mean. How, Mr. Ballad, I thought Modely and I were to 
have been the formidable Criticks, not you :: YZ 
Bal. Ay, that's true, that's true —— but I expected my 


own Songs —1 am cheated of them all, my Wit is buried, 
my Reputation loſt. 5 1 
Ora. What, before twas earn'd, Mr. Ballad? ——— but have 
Patience. | 
Bal. Patience! quotha; where the Devil are the Choruſſes? 
1 love a Noiſe, the Whores and DNN in one Opera, 
the ars in another, and the icks in a third, make 2 
noble Symphony I' faith it ſounds better than Church- Mu- 
fick, it keeps a from ſleeping bravel I warrant, 
Mr. Drama, you are above making & Noiſe - you have no 
Taſte for a Corus. Fe] * In; 
Dre. Why truly, Mr. Ballad, I have no great Notion of 
keeping an Audience awake with Noiſe only Howeyer | 
Mean. Silence, Gentlemen; the Opera continues. 1 


SCENE XI. Back Scene drawing, diſcovers Har- 


lequin fitting at a Table, in a great Chair, with Books, 
lobes, Ae pry and ſeveral Bags of Money before 


bim; „ bim are maiting Scaramouch, Pierot, 
Punch, and Pantaloon, to receive their different Di-. 
vidends. — Voice ſtands gaping at the Money, and ſcemi 
to expeft a Share. * 4 


k 3 
Voice. Pox! theſe dumb Rogues run away with all the Mol 
ney, like South - Sea Directors, or rapacious Politicians ------m 
and with no more Regard for + Man of my Wit Parts, 
than if I was a meer Merry Andrew, an auk ward Pirihr Herring, 
or a Common-Place Jeſter; plague on't, this is inſufferable. _— 
But, to ſay Truth, the Rogues are ſo much in Faſhion, and! 
ſo little, that I muſt ſubmit Then what ſignifies it to com 
plain? No truly, I will be as mute as they, but with mote 
Diſcretion, and, by my Patience, prove my ſelf a true Philo- 
ſopher. ---—- Or-—--- elſe turn Singer, and enter my ſelf at the 


h 
Play-Houſe as a Chanter of Exgliſß Operas. --- Ay, ay, if all 5 
Trades fail, that will do 27 —— Hemb! Pil make th 
moſt of my Talent that way. | Al 


k 1 


4 3 23 * — 22 
Harlequin: OPER A. 17 
AIR XII. Fie, pretty Dorit. 


Af there's a Man whoſe Gothick Langs 
Can labour out your ancient Songs, 
Te Boaſt of Stephen's Reign ! 
The Audience, long eftrang'd to Wit, 
In Admiration raptur'd fit, | 
And dye upon the Strain. 
Zit not the Muſick they admire, 
Tit not the Fancy, or the Fire ; 
Alack there's no ſuch Thing ! 
"Tis Mſbion only wins the Town, 
Tit Faſhion makes ſuch Stuff go down, 
And Faſhion makes me Sing. 


4 Load knocking at the Door. 
ce. To your Poſts, Gentlemen, to your Polts. 


TEENE XII. Scaramouch, Pierot, Punch, and 
JF antaloon fir down as part of the Furniture, at ſome 
Lance from the Table, while Harlequin ſinks into the 


eat Numbers enter tumultuouſiy to enquire their For- 
aues: Voice takes their Money, and leads them towards 
be Chair, when . riſing ſuddenly, they all run 
q F crying The Devil! the Devil! bleſs us! the 


evil! Oe. 


oom of the Chair —— Voice opens the Door, and 
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28 The Faſhionable Lady; or, 
f SCENE XIII. Ballad, Meanwell. 3 
1 =» Bel. Excellent, fach! good, good, Mr. Draa! this wil 


1 i 
1 do; Ay, ay, this ill do, this is — I meant; this is 70 
0 true aſte; the Dumb Conjurer is an Angel ----- Oons I ſus 2 
J fall down and worſhip him, I am fo tranſported. A 
|} Meas. As you would the Devil himſelf, if he play'd Trick ® 


like a Bartholomew Tumbler, to entertain you, _ 


SCENE XIV. Voice and Smooth. 3 


IF 
| Smooth. What a Pon is the matter here? Do you give 4 

; ſwers by the Dozen, Doctor, that your Queriſts run off 1 
gether in ſuch a Confuſion? I 2 
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Voice. No, Sir, they were in too much Haſte to ſtay for 
Anſwer at al; the Doctor only roſe a little too ſuddenly ft 
a Cabinet Council with Mepboſtophiles, his Patron, and . 
away in a Fright, like a Pick-Pocket from a reforming 
ſtable, He! he! he! 4 
f Smooth. Mercy on me. Does the Doctor really 4 5 
wt with the Devil then? 10 
0 Voice. Really Sir? I wonder you ſhould queſtion it. Til 
way, vir, ſoftly, foftly----do you ſee thoſe, Figures that fit . 
gravely yonder ? A . 
Smooth. Ay, Sir! and what then! 1 begin to tremble - 
Voice. Soft Sir, ſoft, I deſeech you, they are his Familiars 
Smooth. The Devil they are, in the Name of Dem 9 

I can't pray, for my Life, tis ſo long fince I tried. 


Voice. Don't be afraid, Sir ----- they are only dancing b q 
for the Entertainment of ſuch Cul 782 ſpeak 


the Doctor to give you a Dance. — [To Har.] A moſt ex 
lent Fool, Maſter ----- let us make the moſt of him — tis 1 
as he that "ſupport our Reputation, and fill our Pockets | 
the Bargain. 7 


* 


Harlequin riſes, and waving his 2 leads up bis Compal 


is a ance. 


14 Smooth. Hark ye, Mr. — a — what may I have we Hon: M 

"1 to call your Name, Sir? md 

* | Vice. O dear Sir! Voice, at your Honour's Service. 

* Smooth, Pray, Mr. Voice, do their Devilſhips love _ 
| 


0 


at well as Dancing? | 

Voice. Oh Sir, prodigiouſly, like a Petit Maitre, they are 
hind the Scenes! at the Opera every Evening. 
Smooth. Then Ph never go there any — that's Certain 


. 4 


7 
3 C 
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4 Harlequin“ O'® E RA. ty 
L AIR XII. What need I to care how the World goes, 
wil | 
Jo 


While ſweet, ſmooth, and clear, 
Muſick charms your Ear, 
Devils may be near, 
| Pois ning the Sound, 
Voice. Devils ſtill are near, 
Laughing in your Ear, 
When Fools pay ſo dear, 
Only for Sound, 


Nie be fings, Harlequin and Panteloon ſtand on bit right 
le. Hand, mimicking his Action, Pierot and Scaramouch on 
liars bis left, Voice behind; when be has done, they all Dance 
Jem round bim, till by degrees be is puſb'd into the Doctor's 


2 * 


| they continue Dancing below. @ 


ex S-00th. Oh Lard! Oh Lard! What, am I going to the o- 
Sr World alteady? upon my Soul, good Gentlemen Devils, 
ts 'Y 1 not prepar'd ; I am not prepar'd, indeed ------ dear Mr. 
c-, ſweet Mr. Voice intercede for me with their Devilſhips ---- 
6 very hard, indeed tis very hard, for they never carried any 
mp y upwards before, that ever I heard of. | 
ice. Why, where are you, Sit? What's become of you? 
not you fafe in the middle of us? What can you deſire 
e' Are not the Doctor and the Devil a ſufficient Guard? 
$97-00th. Pox take them both I had like to have ſaid. Why 
m up in the Clouds I am going Poſt to the other World, 
Pn caſy Chair. By 
are ire. Alay! poor Gentleman as I hope to breathe ----in 
W Clouds ----- he']1 be in the Moon in half an Hour, at this 
ctainWWMOte ---- 1 fancy he has not paid the Doctor for his Dance — 
he does nothing without Encouragement. 


"3X Chair; which riſes towards the Roof of the Honſe, while | 


C 2 Smooth. 
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20 The Faſhionable Lady; or, 


Smooth. Gad forgive me, there's my Purſe ----- and I'll ſend] 
him a World of Cuſtomers into the Bargain. All the 
Fools I know, that is to ſay all my Acquaintance. Y 

" * [Harlequin waves bis Wand, and be is let down, 
Oh Lard! I am glad I am on Terra firma again, I ſhall never 
have a Fancy to go upwards any more, as long as I live A 4 
I ſwear going upwards is a very ſtrange thing ---- *tis no won - 
der ſo few are deſirous of taking that Journey. ------ Pox take 
them, they have diforder'd my Peruke moſt furiouſly. Y 

Voice. But the Cuſtomers, Sir, you'll be ſure to ſend the 
Cuſtomers. | _ 

Smooth. Oh certainly, dear Mr. Poice. ----- Mrs. Foible, and 
All. ------ But then let me beg of you to confirm her in my Fa-. 
vour, and, and, and frighten Captain Hach; as you have 
done me, that's all: To ſay Truth, that was my Bufineſs here, 
tho? I had not the Courage to tell it before. Indeed, I am 
ſo diſorder'd with the Honour their Devilſhips have done me, 
I can add no more, unleſs that I am, Reverend Doctor, your, 
moſt Obedient, moſt Dutiful, and moſt Humble Servant 
Good Gentlemen Devils, yours moſt ſincerely. — [EE 

Voice. Ha! ha! ha! Doctor, we ſhall live, we ſhall flou-\ 
riſh —— the World is all our own, that's certain tis on 
ask and have, that's all, that's all. | w 
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AIR XIV. O rare Show, O. bravée Show. 


. Dis be de fine Engliſh Signior Harlequin, 
Dat playa de prettieſt Trick dat ever vat ſeen ; 
And Deſe be bis Companion, one, two, tree, four, 
Dat drivea de damm d Shakeſpear out of Door. 
O rare Show, &c. | 1 
Het | \ 


. 
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— 
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Harlequin? OPERA. 


Here be de fine Dancer dat jumpa ſo high, 
And call de huge Dragon from out of de Sky; 
Deſe be de prettya Ting dat Charma de Age, 
Dat ſtarvea de Poet, and bonour de Stage. 

| O raree Show, &c. | 


ke CENE XV. Mr.. Foible's Houſe. Foible and 
the 1 | = Prattle. ; | 


Hei. Prattle ! 
nd Prat. Mem! 
. When was Mr. Smooth here? 

«| 1 Bun Night, Mem, when he waited on your La'- 
ere ip to the Maſquerade. 
amg 8. O dear, I had forgot ----- People of Faſhion have ſo 
Dany Engagements, that they quite diſorder the Memory 
rt your ſhort Memory is _ the Faſhion ----- your Stateſ- 
cen forgets his Promiſes, your Courtier his Debts, your Prieſt 

gs Morality, your Tradeſman his Honeſty. 
.. And your La'ſhip your old Faſhions. 
n Foib. That's true, Prattle; I hate old Faſhions ; ---- I would 
Wc cat, if I could help it, meerly becauſe tis an old Faſhion; 

pour Vulgar have the Aſſurance to Eat, as well as your 
. EErſons of Quality. ----- Oh Ged, I love your Man of Qua- 
ity, his Dreſs is ſo negligently modiſh, his Bow ſo gent- 
= graceful, and his Language ſo ſweetly perſwaſive, that, in 
Wy Opinion, he is the fineſt Character in Life ; *cis perfectly 
Pleaſure to hear ſuch a one talk, and, were there not a ſort 
= Bewitchment in Variety, I would not admit of an humble 
rant that was not a Man of Quality, | 


— 


'* 7 VIE - AIR 


r, 


' 
3 


The Faſhionable Lady 
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Buff-Coat. 


R XV. 
All efſenc'd ſweetly over, 
A dangerous tempting Lover! 
bes Cupid wears 
A Courtier's Airs, 


From Birth-Night Show, 
With fafteſt Art, 


The powder'd Bean, 
Mailt your Heart ; 


Belle could gyard ber Honour d 
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. Mirrleton. 


AIR XVI. 
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's Nooſe, 


Mem, 
Mem; 


like yon, 


in Love with Hymen 
but ber Due, 


ir, 
is 


. 


Let her from a Thouſand chooſe, 
Mirleton, Mirleton, &c. 


For a 


Grows 


When a Lady fa 
Such a Crowd 
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MW crneg Xvi. Foible, Prattle, Whim, and Trifle. 


7 
4 - 


XK 7r:ife. Madam, I am yours in all bounden Duty. 
bim. Lady, your moſt humble Servant; my Friend Trifle 
ee, by bis Groteſque Compliment, had almoſt made me re- 
"ZWve againſt all Salutations whatever. Et | 
ile. You are in your old Humour, Mr. him, I per- 
Nee, of failing againſt every Perſon's Manners that are not 


We your Own. 5 HR a 
ig.. Verily, Madam, his own are ſuch a Rarity, that no 
ay can produce any like them. 
y uin. Then 1 prefent them to you, Mr. Butterfly, to 2. 
rn your Collection of Wonders with. 55 
Tei. Truly, I can have but a Copy, and that will coft 
ore than *tis worth. | 

4 Foible. I don't think ſo, Mr. Trifle; for he changes ſo often, 
| b at *twould be almoſt a Miracle to have any. Copy of him at 


5 


3 bim, »Tis true, Madam, I change pretty often, but a La- 
Mof Faſhion ſo much oftner, that I can't, for my Life, keep 
We Lally even. | 


AIR XVII. Ye Jacks of the Town. 


And follows Fancy ſtill, 
As Faſhion will lead, as Appetite plead, 
Like a Dial ſets ber Will; with a Hum, Hum. 
Bas honeſt old Time, that withers ber Prime, 
And changes all we ſee, 
Can't change for his Life, ſo hard is the Strife, 
Cat change ſo faſt as ſhe ; with a Hum, 
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| Eſtate for ſuch a Venus. 7 


AIR XVIII. Pl rove and 111 range. 


Folble. A: Pleaſure PI] range, 
: At Pleaſure Pil change; 
Thro' a Maze of Delight: 
Let Time take bis Flight, 
A. faſt lll perſue,i 
My Foys to renew. 
All, all the whole Circle ſpall be in my View, - 
All, all, &c. - = 


Trifle. Well ſang, very well ſung truly; I find now ab 
that a fine Lady is a Cameleon, only your Cameleon does 


only want your Lee, to compleat my Collection, and 


| - 
Whim. What the Devil, would you place the Lady on op | 


Batterflics, and Spiders ? I | | 
Trifle. On my Life, very well ſaid - the Lady would 
make an incomparable Venus; verily | would give half my 


Wim. Why thou egregious Trifler, thou art juſt the Reverſe 
of Pigmaleon, thou art thinking the Lady a Statue indeed 
I hate ſuch abſurd Bunglers in Science; this Creature apes 
your true Philoſopher, as a Monkey would a Man. 
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AIR XIX. Dear Catholick Brother. 


= Setup with 4 pretty Collection of Flies, - 
ii Spiders, and Beetles, of ev'ry Size; | 

= Hith Medals, corroded with Time and with Ruſt, 

4 With Worm-eaten Manuſcripts cover d with Daft, 

9 With wor ſhipful Mummies of Prieſts, and of Kings, 
4 a long Muſter-Roll of ſuch terrible Things ; 

__ HWith axkward Addreſſes, be ſues for a Bride, 
To gape at his Wonders, and ſleep by bis Side. 


rie. By the Vatican, Mr. bim, I don't underſtand this 
Wnguage, tis very unlike the Elegance of the Ancient Ro- 
; and mathematically demonſtrates the Degeneracy of 
| Cotbick Age. — But you are a downright Humoriſt, a 


n of the Spleen, a Regarder of Winds, a Propheſier of ill 
eather, a Dealer in Omens, the very Image of Caprice, and 
oft a Lunatick. ; | 


OW 7 
o bim. What a Pox, ——— * | 
au- rie. Nay, nay, Mr. Whim, I will be heard in my Turn, 
y I' it were in the Royal-Society. — Verily, Madam, I ſay, 
and re it poſſible, in Rerum Natura, for this Weathercock, 
| n his perpetual change of Humours, to win your Ladyſhip, 
topf ore the End of the Honey-Moon, as tis vulgarly call'd, you 


ver Y duld be neglected like a common Pebble, or a Counterfeit. 
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AIR 
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26 The Faſhionable Lady; or, 


AIR XX. Willey was a wanton Wag. 


Take beed, fair Lady, how you truft 
A Man ſo various in bis Mind; 
Like April Days his Paſſions change, 
His Pleaſures like the fickle Mind: 
If &er ly chance a tranſient Smile 
Diſplace a Frown, diſplace a Frown 
How ſoon be wears his gloomy Airs; 
And tarns again a ſullen Drone? 


Ni. Why, what a Devil! do I live to be infulted by a 
Dealer in Counters, a Warehouſe-keeper of Fragments, a De- 
ſtroyer of Infets, a Worſhipper of Graven linages, a meer 
Book-worm. The Caterpillar of Science Oons, I'll be 
Teveng'd —— | Ws | 

Trifle. And fo will I, Mr. Cholerich, in an honourable way; 
tho* } think the K encourag'd no*fuch thing as Daelling. 8 
Foible. Hold, hold, Gentlemen; if I endure you as Admirers, 
I admit of no Champions — PH have no Fighting — at leaſt 
in. my Preſence, — It ruſſtes my Temper, and reddens my 


4 
Us 5 


Complexion too much. AM 
Hhim. At your Requeſt, Madam, I will be patient. 9 
Trifle. Then it behoveth me to be fo. —_ 
Fuible. Now if theſe Fools would have cut one another's 


_ 
— 


Throats any where elſe, it might have given ſome Importance nll 
to one's Beauty; ſome Tragical Soneteer would have cele- 
brated my Charms, and bewail'd their Misfortune. 9 


ST 
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AIR XXI. Bright Aurelia. 


If &er, in Honour of the Fair, 
A Lover bleeding lies; 
The fatal Wound, the dire Deſpair, 
x In Pity, tune ſome moving Air, 
« And lull bim as he dies. 


P F 


a Ind truly in my Opinion, that's Conſolation enough for a 
De- 4 Hover - 0 > 


SCENE XVI. Foible, Prattle, Whim, Trifle 
27 and Hackum. | 
ay; 


= Hack. Madam, by your Leave [I /e, Foible.] yours moſt 
_ "Meartily —— Ah hah! Are you —. my little Tender? [Lies 
) attle.] Gentlemen what Cheer I'gad, for my part, I am as 


oa ö of Eating and Drinking, as of the Rains on the Coaſt of 


m] Fines, or Calms inthe South-Sea. ; a 
9 Foible. Then I ſuppoſe, Captain, you pray for Action now, 
of your Daily-Bread. 


ern e. Blood, Madam, I have pray'd for it as heartily as ever 
— ao for a freſh Gale, or a ſmooth Sea; a Weather Shore, or 
ele. eſh-Water — But no more of that, I don't care to 

emy Commiſſion, for let me tell you, a Captain without 


| 4 Fs Commiſſion, is like a Blunderbuſs without Powder. 
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- the Mommy of ſach a Fellow, I am of Opinion he would 


. derics. 


Tork Races, with La 


ir The Faſhionable Lady ; or 


AIR XXII. The Baagean it is a fine Trade: 


Athwhart the Waves, in martial Pride, 
Full gallantly we lay; . 
obler Sight you'll never ſee 
Upon a Summer's Day! 
With Songs, with Revelry, and Mirth, 
We made our Station gay; 
And ſo we liv'd the Sons of Peace, 
Aud ſo we came away. 


Feil. Well, but Captain, have yon no News to tell us 
from on Board ? 8 
Heck. No faith, Madam, I never trouble my ſelf but Wik 
my own Journal, and that's a Blank hitherto. 8 
bin. Good, very good. 5 
Trifle. This Sea-Captain is a perfect Rarity, I wiſh I had 


look as formidably in his gilded Searcloths, as in his Embroi- 
Foible. But Captain, had you a great deal of good Company 1 
Aboard ? bog _ . 
Hock. Death ! Madam, we were perfectly a new Faſhion, ll 
and were viſited 1 all the fine People round the 
Country; I wonder your Ladyſhip was not amongſt us. — 
_ Foible, La: what an Entertainment have I loſt? What an 3 
Opportunity of being quite in the Mode! and making mor. 
Conquefts than the whole Fleet? Why I ſhall be quite ridi- 8 
culous —— I ſhall be the Scandal of every Viſiting-Day for 2 
Month —— Prattle, what was the Reaſon I did not pay my 
Compliments to the Fleet ? 3 
Pra. Why, Mem, 22 Ladyſhip was pre-engag'd for the 
y Quickſet, and Lady Mandrake. * 
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4 de Engliſp Operas, according to your — 4 Order. 
ile. Has be! — then come along, 
u make an excellent Concert — I am impatient to fing them 


er — for 1 can aſſure you tis a very faſhionable Entertain- 
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Foible. Devil take them for being ſo impertinent, as to hin- 
er me from ſo faſhionable a Journey. RN. - 


Enter a Servant. i 
Serv. Madam, your Ladyſhip's Bookſeller has ſent you in all 


entlemen — we 


* 
. = 


« 
2» 


SCENE XVII. Ballad, Mcanwell, Modely, Drama. 


—_— 
: 
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? 
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3 I Ball. Excellent | and, while they ſing over the dear Operas, 
tos regale our ſelves with a Bottle within. 
_ Mw. That's poſitively the beſt thing you have ſaid yet, 
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B. Ah, Gentlemen, let me alone for a Jeſt. 
_ Moaely. If you are in Jeſt now, Mr. Ballad, I ſhall wiſh 
a and Jour Opera at the Devil together. 

us Got 


r. Ballad. 
Drama. Really I think ſo too. 


Theſe villa- 
ick Tunes have quite ſet my Teeth an Edge 
eel a ſort of an Antipathy to an old Exgliſſß Tune, that 
aks me worſe than the ſetting of a Saw, ot a Concert 

Midnight Cats in a Gutter. — But there's one Act over 


I wever, and [11 comfort my ſelf with that Conſideration. 


The End of the Fiſt 4. 
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ACT. 


[+ Meanwell, Modely, Drama. | 
8 [ Mean. \ FTER all, Mr. Drama, I can't help thinking, 1 


that the Succeſs of theſe Novelties, theſe double. 
| form'd: Trifles, is intirely owing to Whim and 
Caprice; a kind of National Phrenzy, like that of purchaſing. 
Soutb- Sea Stock, in the Year Twenty, or the Gape at Doctor 
b ever ſince. | j 4 
Drama. Really, Sir, I believe there is ſome Humour in the 
Caſe, but tis chiefly owing, in my Opinion, to the Want of 
better Entertainments; the 1 own, in general, has now a tolerr i 
ble good Taſte, and when a fine Tragedy, or genteel Comedy 
appears, never fail to receive it with all the Applauſe fl : 
deſerves. | 9 
Mode. And why forſooth muſt it be entertain'd with Tra- 
gedies and Comedies? Are there not Iralian Opera's juſt come 
over? Is not Muſick the politeſt Entertainment in the World? 
Mean. Yes, for your Men of Mode, who have not Senſe ® 
enough to reliſh any thing beſide; Creatures that, like a cer- 


* 


SCENE II. Meanwell, Modely, Drama, Ballad, 


Bal. Wel!, Gentlemen, are You all agreed at laſt —— 4 


* 


tain wiſe Animal, are all Ear 


* 
Meanwell, pr'ythee condeſcend to be in the Mode for once 
and be pleas'd, like us, and the reſt of the World, with this. 
pretty Interruptien of muſical Jingle, and modiſh Sing-ſong. 
Mode. Like us? Dem it, like you, and your Author if you 
pleaſe ; but, as for me, I would not be ſuſpected for an AY A 
miret of ſach rude Harmony, by the Connoiſenrs in Muſick, 
on any Account; no, not for a Front-Box Gratis, thro” the ll 
whole Seaſon. 6 
Mean. Nor wou'd I, Mr. Ballad, forfeit my Reaſon ſo far, 
as to approve an Abſurdity, for all the Reputation of your / 
moſt popular Authors. | 
Bal. Then you are both a Couple of obſtinate Hereticks, 8 

d' ye ſee ! and by the Lord Harry, at the Opening the Pla- 

bonſe, every Winter, I'll have you burnt in Effigy, like the 
Devil and his Holineſs, on the Fifth of November : and 0, 
Gentlemen, a Fig for your Ears, and your Judgment too. Lei 
us proceed, Mr. Drama 5 4 
SCENE 


1 
* 


* 


* 


* 
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SCENE III. Merit ad Sprightly. 


= Spright. Well, Mr. Merit, are you convine'd? are your 
yes open'd? — On my Conſcience I believe you are the 
era Lover, that was ever diſcontented with the true Picture of 
is Miſtreſs. O Lud, O Lud! you are as melancholy as a 
"2E&1ander'd Miſer, or a fall'n Statefman. | 
Merit. For Goodneſs Sake, Madam, have ſome Compaſſion 
n me. 'Tis true, I am a little gloomy to think my felf ſta- 
ing, ion'd among ſuch a Groape of groteſque Figures, like the 
ble- $$ dorers of Fortune in a Dutch Picture — bot 1 fhall recover 


Wceſently, if you will let me breathe — Pray, Madam, let me 


and 
ſing reathe a little —_— : | 
cer Sprigbe. No, no, I will not give you Time to breathe, you 
4 don't deſerve to breathe, while you entertain ſo abſurd a Paſ- 
on; and a Moment's Reflection on your fantaſtick Idol, 
ill undo all your Reſolution. | 


Al R XXIII. While I fondly view my Charmer. 


When fond Paſſion thrills the Lover, 
Soft the ſubtle Anguiſh flies, 
_ Delufions cloud him over, 
eaf his Ears, and dim his Eyes. 
All his Thoughts are ever roving 
Oer his beanteous Idols Charms; 
All his Soul is fond of Loving, 


All bis Foy wishin her Arms. | Merit. 
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is exceedingly handſome, and if one con'd conquer her Vanity 


3 2 The Faſhiuable Lady 3 Or, 2 


Merit. Well, Madam, I own you are in the right; yet 1, 3 


but I grant tis impoſſible ; Affectation in a Woman is u 
invincible as Cowardice in a Man. Y 


AIR XXIV. Plus inconſtant que 'Onde & le Nuage, 


When Woman once takes in her Head to perſue : 
The Humour, the Follies, and Modes of the Tous; 
Shew, Conqueſt, and Dreſs, ſhe has only in View, 
She fancies no Beauty ſo bright as her own; 


Thro a Round of Amuſement ſhe hurries the Day, N 
With the Frolick, the Fickle, the Vain, and the Loud, 3 2 
And trifles ber Life in a Flutter away, | 9 


The Scorn and the Feſt and the Laugh of a Croud! | x 
Sprigbt. Ha! ha! ha! very ſententious truly; on my Li 
you make a very pretty Figure, railing againſt the very "Think 
you doat on — Come, lay your Hand on your Heart now, an 
feel whether it has not its uſual Pit-a-pat-ation at Mrs. Foible'l 1 
Name — Look — look — juſt as I ſuſpected! Your Bluſe 
betray you. You are endeavouring to deceive your ſelf ; 50 
Reſentment is perfectly a Lover's: You rave at my Confin, na 
becauſe You hate Her, but becauſe She does not love You: 1b 
the Thames, when the Wind blows oppoſite to the Tide, you 
ſcem to go one Way, when you are aQually running an- 
ther — Were Foible a Perſon of real Merit — I'll be hang'd ij F 
you wou'd give your ſelf half this Uneaſineſs about her. 


Harlequin's OPERA. 92 
AIR XXV. Oh cruel Tyrant Love. 


— 
— — 


The little, wanton God 
Dire&s his idle Darts, 

With random Aim abroad, 
And wounds diſcordant Hearts, 


Fhok little, wanton God, 
Forbear thy idle Darts, 
Or wing their futare Road 
To ſympathiſing Hearts. 


9 Meru. Well, on my Conſcience, Mrs. Sprightly, you begin 
—_ talk like one of us now. This Song is perfectſy in the Lo- 
r's Strain. I ſhall reliſh your Company moſt exceedingly, I 
. Your Lovers are the beſt Company in the World, we 
ino be able to ſigh in Concert, and complain of our hard 
es, alternately, with the greateſt Concord imaginable: We 
i echo to one another, like Mr. Oryden's Tuttles. 


D AIR 


The Faſhionable Lady; or, 
AIR XXVI. The Lucky Hit. 


In this Anguiſh, ceaſe to languiſh, 
Tas I ſadly fing; 
*Tis noty t00 late; to rave at Fate, 
Alas ! poor Thing! 
Spright. Simple Lover, Hope give over, 4 
Ju ſadh fa; W 
Toxr fooliſh Pain, it all in vain, 


Alas! poor Thing! © 
Merit. In this Ang uiſb, . | 3 
Spright: Da may langziſh, | 
Both. Thus I ſadly fing; | 
Spright. Your fooliſp Pain, 
Merit. Like yours is vain, © 1 
Both. Ala! poor Thing! © af 


vp 1 


/* k AM 
Spright. Well! well! Mr. Merit, I am glad you are ſo m 
ry, tho” it is at my Expence: I'll be contented to look as 10 
culous as you, or any other Romantick Lover, to do my Fri 
a Service; and I aſſure you that's what I intend you, the 
leſſen my Coufin's Train of Admirers, without _ as 
own. f - = 
Merit. I am infinitely oblig'd to you, Madam, and you 12 
henceforward ſee, with what Reſolution I'll diſengage my 
from her Snare. 2 
Spright. She is coming this Way, I ſee; wherefore, if 10% 
— 2 believe you, avoid her at once, and let one Pang 9 

or all. 5 | 6 
Merit. Il only ſtay to tell her I am free; and then 1 
before * 


* 


Sprigbt. And then you'll be juſt where you were "2 
Devil take her for this unſeaſonable Interruption. L J 
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AIR XXVII. See, ſee, my Seraphina comes. 


- = Mer; See ! ſee! like Venus ſhe appears, / 
With all her Heaven of Charms ; 
Her ſpotleſs Form, her blooming Tears 
| Enchant me to her Arms, 
Were I to chuſe my fav rite Joy, 
Or Love, or Kingly Sway; £6 
Her Smiles ſpou d all my Hours employj 
And ſport the World away. 


= ud Laugh, ] ſay, Sir, let us have ſome Whores, a Choras 
—_ \V horcs, or a Gang of Street -Robbers, it does my Heart 


= Meas. * Tis but eommon Juſtice then, to wiſh your Bed may 


always ſupplied with a Specimen of the firſt, and your Roads 
2 5 71th the laſt, 


Drama. Yowre too ferere, Mr. Meanwell ; ray let 
r. Ballad indulge his Taſte in Whores and Highway mèu, if 


; We pleaſes, | 
= of Mude, 
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| Senſe among them ——— 


Men of Senſe, as you call them, before now; and ſhall again, 


36 The Faſhionable Lady; or, | 

Mode. For Shame, Gentlemen, let the Play proceed: Don't 9 
you ſee the Actors ſtand gaping at one another, like People that 
are out in a Country Dance? ; 8 


SCENE v. Merit, Sprightly, and Foible. 


oo 


Foib. So, Couſin, *tis you, I ſee, that run away with Mr. Me. 
rit from Company; but I muſt needs tell you, that tis very un- 
polite.; and no Perſor» of Faſhion wou'd be guilty of ſuch iſ 
Rudeneſs. * r | bo 

Spright. Lard, Madam! I thought that in fach a Crowd of 
Adorers, you cou'd not have miſs d a fingle Perfon. — But, 
on RecolleQion, I ask Pardon, Couſin, he is the only Man o 


Teil. Unfaſhionable Creature! Why, the endeavours to be 
Spright. Which makes me wonder indeed, that ever your La. 
dyſhip ſhou'd admit him as a Lover, or he become an Admiret 
of your Ladyſhip. AF 

bib. PI have you to know, Madam, I have made Fools o 


when you have not a Fellow to bleſs your ſelf with 23 
Spright. The more's the Pity, that's all, Madam. Ha, ha, ha! 
oh What Airs the Thing gives her ſelf! Poſitively, I am 
almoſt angry. — I feel my whole Complexion is perfectly en 
rain'd, like a Country Milk-maid's. Bleſs me! I am out of 
untenance at my own Face. [Looking in 4 Pocket-Glaſ;, 
Spright. Well, but Couſin, I hope you'll furniſh me, noa 
and then, with ſome unfaſhionable caſt-off Lovers, as you 4M 
Prattle with your old Gowns. You may do this, methink; = 


I 
out of meer Charity. | 4 


AIR XXVIII. Sleepy Body. 
[ Begin the Tune at the Double Bar.] 


Foib. Fooliſh Lover ! 
Silent Lover ! 
How can you let ber teize me? 


Harlequin's OPERA. 37 
Quick diſcover, | 
Stupid Lover! 
How you are bound to pleaſe me. 
When you fhog'd be hind, 
Tas always are blind” | 
To the Sorrows I daily ſuffer ; 
Fair Lady! beſtow 
Some Reſpite from Woe, 
= And pity a faithful Lover. 
; Y Spright. Fooliſh Lover ! 
1 Silent Lover ! 
How can you let me teize her? 
Quick diſcover, 
| Szapid Lover! 
How you are bound to pleaſe her. 


J 4 Ha, ha, ha! poor Couſin! why, you look as melancholy as yovr 
ba! Lover; and your Lover, as you : I never ſaw a Couple of better 
| .. | & igores in my Life; on my Conſcience, you wou'd do admirable 


Ewell for the laſt Scene in a Tragedy. You are the very Images of 
A Spleen and Melancholy, Surely, this can never be the facetious 
Glaſ 4 Mr. Merit, and this the celebrated Mrs. Foible! Ha, ha, ha 


Diao. Inſulting Creature! theſe Wits are the greateſt Fools in 
the Univerſe. Merit, you're a Coxcomb; I cou'd cry for Vex- 
— IFation — but that Tear are out of Faſhion. YEP 
Merit. As I hope to be ſav'd, Madam, I am exceedingly con- 
WT cern'd to ſee you fo diſorder d. | 

= 4b. Diſorder'd! Who told you I was diſorder'd, Mr. Vis 
—_ 4: You are a hopeful Lover, to ſee me abus'd ſo ſeandalouſ- 
— ly, without ſpeaking a Word in my Favour. —1 can tell you, 
ir, *tis only faſhionable to ſuffer one's Friends to be rail'd at 
4 7 behind their Backs. x | | 
—_ MMeri:. Upon my Life, Mrs. Sprighvly, you are too hard up- 
on your Couſin, yet, Madam, I am lure her Railery is in 
Rf 2 good Humour; otherwiſe, — Madam, —— 2 — that 
Look has undone me again.! ſee you don't believe me, 
and yet, Madam, my Heart is fincere enough to deſerve your 
Credit, tho? not worthy your Eſteem. 
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To other anxious Souls unknown. 


When you, my Fair, in Anger froun; 
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And ſoath my anx 
No Peace my anxious Soul can know, 
It wand 


And let me 
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0h! take me, Charmer, to thy Breaſt, 
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480 The Faſhionable Lach; or, 


Sprighe If Mrs. Foible does, I am ſure no- body elſe can. WM 
ib. There's no- ody elſe has any Bufineſs with it, as ll 
know of. Me. 
Merit. It is very happy for them, in my Opinion. WR 
Foib. What! again, with your 44 - Str, I thong 


_ — 
* pay 
. 


Smooth. Cupid, "let me ever langaiſb, 
Let me feel thy ſweeteſs Anguiſh ; 6 
Foib, Let bim groan With all thy Pain. Tro Meru 
Smooth. Let my Angel be complying, 7 
Foib. Let bim always talk of Dying, 
Both. Ler as always thus remain. | 


Smooth. Upon my Soul, n we are perfectly the Lou! 3 1 
ſtone and the — I obey all your Motions implicitly. Gad 
I miſs'd your La'ſhip the very Moment you was gone, meer. 4 
ly by Sympathy. | was ſending Hackum to the Dun 
Conjurer to enquire his Fortune; when, of a ſudden, I felt 
ſort of a, ſort of a — Dem it! when a Man is in Love, 
had need carry a Folio Dictionary in his Pocket, I think. 
But I am ſure you and me, Madam. 


you had been anſwer'd before. As Thope to breathe, Mr. cat 9 
theſe two ill bred Creatures have perfeciy agreed to give me 
the Vapours; where one ended the unfafhianable Raitery, tie b 
Other wok ir up, like a Dua in an Opera: I was never ſo 20 
ſurdly treated ſinee I was a Perſon, before. 
Sprigbt. Upon my Life, — we have done you no Ini, 


Nice that I know of. _ 
Smooth. No Injuftice, Mem! *tis Injuſtice to mention ſuc 

a Lady without Nen bn. 3 kb. 
Merit, How! Mr. Smooth, Adoratfon! „ 
Smooth. Yes, Sir, I ſay Adoration! and what then, Sir? U 

that Word your 8, cat! mayn't uſe it as I pleaſe? 

5 Merit. No, really Sit, I never make fo of it but in my 

Prayers. 1 
Shieh; Prayers! Ha, ha, he! why I never pray'd in my Life 9 
Spright. So "rs « Sign 9 


inch. Sign, Mem! Why fo? I don't underſtand. you 6 
em 
 Spright. I did not ſuppoſe you wou'd; Prayers and Under YZ 
ſtanding generally go together. 
Foib. So, Mr. S»oth! we are all treated alike, yo 7. — F 
Smooth. Dem it, Madam! they can't provoke | me; Ican cel 
nothing but Pleaſure in your Ladyſhip's Company. 3 
Foib. Fine! gallant! when wood the ingenious Mr. Merit mo 
ſach a Thing ? I 


Merit, When your La'ſhip gives me an Opportunity. 


Sprigb. 


: * 1 9 $ ” . % , | | g 

| Harlequin Ovzexa.. 41 
= c..:.;:. And that will never be; I am ure, till you have as 
„ 5 acomptithments as che faſhionable Mr. Smooth. 
Teri, Smooth. Faith, Mem, to fay Truth, 1 have ſome Accom- 

MS hments, which ſome other Perſons need very much, for what 
Y r an tell. | 
a.,. Oh, Sir! there is no Man in England has ſo many, 
tileaſt in his own Opinion, as Mr. Smooth, 


YM AIR XXXII. As fair Dorinda fitting was. 


The Man of Faſbion, proudly vain, 


And in Embroideries gay, 
Diſplays the Gold that tips bis Cane, 
And bums a modifh Lay. 


The Grin, the Lace, the janty Air, 
Are all the Coxcomb's Pride; 

A Rant, or two, to win the Fair, 
Ali Fop, and Fool befide ! 


1 1 | Smooth, Dem it, Sir, do you mean me? 8 
Merit. Lord, Sir, do you take your Telf for a Fop or a Fool, 


Li gat you ſuſpect it? 

HFyrigbt. Mr. Smooth is hardly ſuch a Plain-Dealer. 

you , . J can tell you, Mem, tis well you are a Lady. 
_ /r:g5:. Tis very well for you, Mr. Smooth, I can aſſuto 
=. | 
* _ 55. Why ſo, Mem? I never ſaid a fine Thing to you in 
y Life, as I know of. | 


, No, nor to any one ele, I'll be engN 


— 


it (af 1 
5 In 


For Wit, the fawning Coxcomb cries, 


Look you, fair Lady, beautiful Lady! 


| Dancing Step, and courtly Air, 


ir 


Look you, my Lady fa 


2 How ſweet my Voice! gewteel my Bow? 


How foft my Ogle now ! 


He ſpeaks, be bows, he rolls bis Eyes, 


In Sighs the Lady dies. 


Foib. Indeed, 


noend 
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The Man of Faſhion is a Perſon 
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. O Faſhion, O Faſhion, let me ſee 
Thy changeable Graces wedded to me; 
ov Let Spleen, &c. | 

. Le: Spleen, &c. 


=. Come, Mr. Merit, I know you have a Teure for me 
n., ha, he! in ſpite of Mrs. Sprigbeiy, and all her Wit. 
= know you are ready to hang your ſelf for having diſo- 
= me, Ha, ha, he! therefore, out of meer Compaſſion, I 
el had beſt take you into Favour again.— Come, come, 
ay look pleaſant again now.—You ſhall have the Pleaſure 
WF aiting on me to the Dumb Conjurer, with Mr. $0074. 
b:. Yes, Madam, the Pleaſure will be of a Piece with 
WE noertainment. | . 8 
. The Creature! 
gb. The Infolent ! 
n. You know, Madam, without a Compliment, I am 
s ready to wait on you with Pleaſure. | 
==. Oh, Sir! I don't queſtion it in the leaſt. Allozs, Gen- 
en. My Couſin, the Wit here, can entertain herſelf with 
ern Excellencies; Ha, ha, ha! 

it. Madam, your moſt humble Servant. + 
e:. The Tyrant! how ſhe infults me! LExeurt. 
| Manet Sprightly. | 
ner CEN E VII. Ballad, Meanwell, Modely, 

<> : and Drama. 


on 

1 yo 8 | iv 2 | | 

n NS]. What a Devil does this Vixen ſtay for? I was in hopes 
un u o' d have the Stage clear'd at once, to make room for the 


2 
" 
be 

% 


"> ©Qonjurer : I long for the Dumb Conjurer, he is the 
eee Spirit, of the Play. Gad! Mr. Drama, if you cou'd 
been made him and his Companions ſing a few Songs, I ſhou'd 
have defir'd any other Company. 
. Pray, Mr. Drama, diſmiſs Mrs: Sprighzly iq oblige your 
on; and let Harlegziz and his Companions enter, without 
farther Ceremony. Song and Dance, you ſee, are his Taſte; 
onder you ſhou'd be ſo unfaſhionable, to dream of pleaſing 
other way. » | 
Drama. Fou ſee, Sir, I have endeavour'd at both; here are 
nces for ſome, Songs for others, and — _ + | 
ean. | underſtand you, Mr. Drama; but your Songs diſo- 
e Mr. Modely; you have not Dances enough for Mr. Bal. 
IF and you have not burleſqu'd Shakeſpear, Dryden, and Or- 
at all; which, let me tell you, Sir, is the chief Humour of 
era's, and raiſes a loud Lavgh, when — 
6. Well faid, Mr. Meanwell; Gad! I love to ſee thoſe Fel- 
's ridicuP'd; it mortifies their Admirers confoundediy. = 
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„Sit, if your Patience will hold out a Scene 


in, 


SCENE VIII. Sprightly ſola. 


That ever Merit ſhou'd be 1 2 Fool, to ſubmit to her 
1 


a. Well 


two longer, you ſhall have your favourite Har leu 


gh 
am 
laugh as loud as you pleaſe. 


my Lan 
Dr. 


it 


How is 
have one Tr 
ir is my laſt Re 
AIR XXXV. 


d on her? Pl 


perti 


yal more for't however 
medy. | 


ble to retrieve him, and be J 


Cauny Boatman. 


Come, ſweet Content, and ſoſt Repoſe, 
n Lover ! 
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God of Love, and eaſe the Woes 


Thy Rigour makes me ſuffer. 
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_ Harlequin's OPERA. 435 
- With bluſhing Shame, | | 
I bide my Flame, 
And all unheeded languiſp; 
' Yet Jong to own | 


My ſecret Moan, 
The Canſe of all my Anguifh ! 


SCENE IX. Trifle, Sprightly. 


0b ye happy, happy Groves, bn nn 
Witneſs of our tender Loves. 


me! I ſhake like an Aſpen Leaf, or a Water-wag-T ail! 
en. What's the Matter, Mr. Trifle? You ſeem to be 
woch diſcompos'd of a ſudden. — 
Wife. Truly, Madam, I am much diſcompos'd—the Lady! 
e you ſeen the Lady? - Can you give me any News of the 


pr. Oh, Sir! the Lady | | 

_ rife. Ay, verily, Madam, the Lady! your Couſin! Mrs. Foi- 
my Miſtreſs! my fine Cabinet-Rarity ! the very Flower of 
my Collection! | 
right, Why, Sir, ſhe is gone to the Dumb Conjurer's with 
Merit and Mr. Smooth. I wiſh ſhe. is not married to one 
them before ſhe comes back. - ; 
Trifle. Then I will follow her incontinently to prevent any 
ther Miſchief, verily I will prevent all Conjunctions. 
=_ 7r:g-:. Hold, Sir, a Moment — ſoppoſe now we ſhou'd 
= rcveng'd on them, for leaving us out of theic Frolick, and 
ail their Entertainment. <4 | 
rie. Ah, dear Lady! that will be excellent; verily that 
ill * me as much good as an 0:ho — But how ſhall it be 
ne | ; | 
= 75: Why, Sir, you know Sir Peeviſh Terrible, the fa- 
ous Critick; he has lately ſet up a Poetical Inquiſition, 2 
7 | ts 


no — 2 & " 4 » 8 AB 

46 The Faſhionable Lady 3 Or, 4 
fits himſelf as Preſident, with a Dozen of unſucceſsful Þ; is 
for Aſſiſtants, an Italian Singer for his Clerk; and a Play-H 
Prompter the Cryer of his Court. | * 
Tiiſte. Verily, I have ſome Knowledge of this ve nen 
Aſſembly. | 
Spright. Well then, go immediately to them with an Info 


_. 


q 


tion againſt the Dumb Conjurer; no matter whether they ben 
you or no, they are furiouſly prejudic'd againſt him for ſpoil 
their Trade, and, when they have an Opportunity, will no 
to treat him accordingly; the Conjurer will be taken into 
ſlody, by ſome of their Emiſſaries, immediately; and that 
diſappoint your Rival's Frolick, and turn the Laugh on our i 
Trifle. Verily, I am exceedingly delighted, Ha, ha, lf 
never was in a Plot before — I'll do it incontinently, *cwillf 
rare Diverſion; nothing but my Collection of Rarities cu 
ceed ĩt, that's certain. I go, I run, I fly, like, ſike a Piece of ill N 
Spright. I'll meet you at the Conjurer's, to congratulate 
on the Succeſs. | 


SCENE X. Sprightly /ola. 
AIR XXXVI. Pretty Salley. 


IWhate'er the Sages taught of old 
Of meral Good and Evil; 
Whute'er the trembling Child it told 

Of going ta the Devil; 


Harlequit's OPERA. 47 
Mate er a thouſand Saws beſide — 
Have thander'd out of Ruin; 
"Tis Paſſion drives us down the Tide, 35 
Tbat ends in our Undoing. - [Exit: 


SCEN E XI. Whim and Prattle: - 
bim. So you ſay ſhe is gone to the Dumb Conjurer's, Mrs. 


ail? N 
rattle. Mrs. Abigail! truly, Sir, a little more Manners 
d become you better.” Abigail, quotha! | * 
bim. O cry you Mercy, Madam! the very Waiting -Maid 
is a fine Lady, I perceive— But ſhe is really gone, Child, 
n W | Wa 
Pa, What ſignifies it to you whether ſhe is or no *tis al- 
your Cuſtom to ſleep away an imaginary Head-Ach, or 
De other fantaſtick Ail, when you ſhou'd have courted a fine 


* Bim. S'death! what had I to do with a fine Lady ? wou'd 
= have preſerv'd me from a North-Eaſt Wind? Cou'd ſhe 
e the Sun ſhine in a rainy Day? Could ſhe make me Merry 
1 . Melancholy, or Melancholy when I was Merry? 
TC 2 —_— 8 
ele. Hold, Sir; all theſe were your Offices to her, and 
er Daty to you. I'd have you to know, that a fine Wo- 


* 
* - 


like her La'ſhip, makes her very Husband her Slave, as 
as ſhe likes him; and, when ſhe does not, the Admirer muſt 
ool in his Turn. as . 
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Look round the Park, the Court, the Change, 
In Herds the happy Monſters range, 
And rap their Horns, and cry tis ſtrange, 
If Laughter hail their Brows., | 
They hear them rattle as they go, | 
But, if they're told what all Men know, 
Enquire at Home if it be ſo, 
And credit none but Sponſe: 


1 


im. My Conſtitution | s' death! this Girl confounds the | 
ons! ſhe has found out all my Ails, my Gout, my Rheuma- 
m, my Sciatica, my Intermittent, my Hectick, my Dropſy; 
nd all my Maladies — ſhe has conjur'd them up like ſo many 
eevils to torment me. Oh! oh! oh! I feel them all at once: 


4 e Conjurer's? | | ; 
Prat. No, as I am a Perſon, you told mie your ſelf. Have 
ot I heard you complain to my Lady, of all the Diſeaſes on the 


WE pothecary's File; as if you courted her for a Nurſe, tathet 


aſſey, how came you by the Intelligence, have you been at 


1 Min. 
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FS The Faſtonabls Lady; or, 5 
im. Well, and what then? ſurely a good Wife wow'd H 
glad to wait upon her ſick Husband. 3 * 
Prat. Not half ſo glad as on a dead Husband, ſweet & 
. Oh hideous! a fine Lady nurſe her ſick Husband, Hs, ha, . 1 
Come, come; you had better think of a Perſon in à lower 58 
tion, who wou'd qualify your Conſtitution, with as goo! 35 
Will, and a far leſs Expence, I can aſſure you. | "= 
Ain. Pr'ythee, where is there ſach à one? I muſt have ll 
Conſtitution corrected, that's certain; or I ſhall die by the . 
dle of next Spring. | = 
Prar. Sir, your moſt obedient, humble Servant. [Cary 
3 What a Plague! what a Devil! do you mean yz 
If | == 
Prat. I hope, Sir, you will ſpare my Bluſhes—— . 
HWhim. Spare your Bluſhes, with a Pox ! why thou haſt nl 
to ſpare; thou Bundle of caſt-off Cloaths ! thon Medly off 
cond-hand Faſhions! what, expect me for a Husband? Go, lf 
carry thy two-penny Box of Vails, and thy Lady's old Wali 
tobe, to ſome diſcarded Valet; go, pet Brats and ftarve, 
Brats and ſtarve, I Gy! marry me, with a Por??? | 
Prat. Truly, Mr. Vbim, you treat me very rudely, as 1% 
a Perſon; and I mult tell you, Sir, my two-penny Box of vi 
and old Ward-robe, as you are pleas'd to call them, my 
better beſtow'd, than on ſach a heap of ill Humouts, ſu: ä 
Complication of Difeaſes, ſuch a Gloom of Spleen fo 8 8 


as you. — But I waſte my Breath upon you, and ſo, Sir, vl 


., => 


may correct your Conſtitution when you pleaſe, for me. 


— 
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by 


et Harlequin OPERA. Fr 
AIR XXXIX. Stand by clear the Wa | 


What, tb I deck the flatter” d Fair, 

Adjuſt the Gown, and curl the Hair, 

And make & thouſand Whims my Care, 

N Tbe Toll of ev'ry Day! | 
= The Scene may change, and, in thy View,” 
* * A Crowd of Lovers flatter too; * © 

ie Ia Round of Foy purſue, 

1 With a Stand by, clear the Way! 


SCENE XII. Whim t. 


bim. gad the Jade may be io the right, for what I can tell; 
bas a delicate Pair of Eyes, and ſeems ev'ry way qualify'd to 
ea any Man's Conſtituzion whatever, | 
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b Harlequin's ODER 4. 53 
Y E N E XIII. De Dumb Conjurer's Fos/e. Har- 
auin i his Chair: Punch, Pierot, Scaramouch, 
Wantaloon, as before. | 


Enter Voice, with ſeveral Sailors, finging. 
AIR XLI. Let's be jovial, fill our Glaſſes. 


Come brave Boys, forget the Ocean, 
Mock the ſurly Tempeſt's Roar; 
Laugh at Bully War's Commotion: 
Pleaſure only reigns on Shore. 
While our Bowls are thus Oerflowing, 
Baechus ſmiles to ſee ns gay; 5 
Pleaſure ſcorns a ſober Wooing, 
Let ut drink our Cares away. 


A 0, my Lads ! let's have a Dance. 
. Ay, Ay, a Dance]! a Dance! 


| 4 4 5 they dance, Harlequin aud his Companions join with them, 


_  - -umorous Manner; and after playing them ſeverat 


= 7 ricks, retire to their Places. - 


| F 


Sail. Come my Meſs-mates, about Ship, let's have t'other 


Sail. No faith! I'll dance no more, I begin to be out of 
Latitude; this damn'd Punch has almoſt overſet me; I'gad 
half a-ground. [Srumbles. 
cc. Phoo, Phoo, half a-ground quotha! why we are but 
under Sail; that Bowl was but a Whet: Pgad we mult 

dk ſuch another before we part, or his Worſhip, the Doctor, 
i NP! never calculate your — a— Calamities. 

Sail. Hah! Boatſwain, wo'ut whet thy Whiſtle again? 
Wb the Rogue has a free Heart, and makes Punch like an Au- 
AM, my Landlady's Daughter at Wapping, has ſcarce a 
ier Hand at it. | 
i. But bow the Devil ſhall we get it? Here's no- 


E 3 thi n 


Ws but a damn'd Heap of Lumber, as I ſee. I ſhou'd rather. 


1 
ö 
4 
' 
ö 
1 
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54 The Faſhionable Lady; or, 


think of learning Navigation here, than taking a Tiff; vi . 
ſide, thoſe dumb Fellows yonder, wou'd frighten me fta \ 


drinking. ay * 

4 Sail. Never fear, bold Heart | Shew me but the Pundi 
and i'gad F11 drink, tho' the Devil were to pledge me. 3 

Voice. Cra Mercy, old Rock ! I love a Boy of Cour 
and ſo we'll begin the Round. Do'ſt ſee that Globe yonder! 

4 Sail. Well, and what then? what's that to a Bow! i 
Punch? a x 
Voice. Why 'tis over that Globe I ſtudy Geography. 
2 Sail. Oons don't tell us of Jeffery; give us the Punch 
Omnes. The Punch! the Punch! = $ 
Voice. Ay, ay! the Punch, the Punch! 


AIR XLII. As I went over Londen Bridge. 


You've heard, no doubt, bow all the Globe 
Was ſoak'd of old with Noah's Flood. 
See here's a Globe that holds a Sea! 
A Sea of Liquor twice as good! 
Tol dol de rol, 


Had Noah's been a Flood like this, 
And Anak's Sous ſuch Souls as I, 1 
They'd drunk the Deluge as it roſe, | * 


And left the Ark, like Noah, dry. | T7 
Tol dol de rol. . 
Omer. Ha! ha! ha! a good Catch, faith ! | | J 


all 
TD He takes off one half of the Globe, and brings the other ful 
b 22 5 the Front of the Stage; they fit on the Grout 
ro drink. 


Voice. This, my Buffs, is your true 4% Vite, an 
true Lignam Vitæ; which is, being interpreted, Lnam 


[ 
* 
1 
4s 


| 


bt 


„Harlequin: OPERA. 15 


F, n, Meat, Drink, and Cloaths, Punch! all that the Heart 
fte Man can defire! * * 2 We, 
. I'gad a very pretty Fopey) I ſwear a World of 
danch! on my Life we'l drink a World of Punch. 
ice. Ay, ay! my Boys | we'll be the Alexanders that ſhall 
caquer this World. tho“ we cry for more, as he did, when 
' We've done. . 
2 1 Sail. Did Alexander cry for more Punch, then? Pgad I 
ar he was in the right —— I ſhoy'd have done the ſamo 
5 ſelf. 
ch, 4 Sail. Oons! who talks of crying over an Ocean of Punch ? 
Fc: the World ſpin, 1 fay, and a Fig for the Spapiards, I ſay, 
che World go round. 


2 Si. By your Leave, Dick, that's a Lye, tis the Sun goes 


- = 

i 

- 

6 P 
a,” 


Is riſing. | | 
Price. Faith, if you have any Diſputes here, d' ye mark me, 
oa ſhall have no Punch; your Wranglers don't deſerve any. 


SCENE XIV. Hackum, Voice, and Sailors. 


Hack. Hey! Hey! You whoreſon, Jubberly Dogs, what a 
evil do you here? What! muſt you have your Fortunes told 
, with a Pox — Hah! 8 | 

4 Sail, Ves, faith, Captain, and what then? our Fortunes 
ay be as good as your Honours, for what you know. 
Hack. Yes, yes! fine Fortunes and be damn'd to you —— 


rn Tr AIRY 


iboes together. III ſpoil your Preferment, with a Ven- 
eance. . | . 

= ic. Hold, — hold! noble Captain! we were gauging the 
Vell of Science, not turning the Wheel of Fortune; we di- 
ided the Globe fairly, and kept the better half — Look your 
Honour; how fall 'tis! l'gad 'tis Neckar and Ambroſia, the 
cry Liquor of the Gods! 

Hack. What the Devil! a Globe of Punch! as I hope to be 
n Admiral! Pl! have juſt ſuch another in my Cabin; i'faith 
we'll firſt drain the Abyſs, and then repleniſh it again — Pgad 
WI like this Humour; fit down you Rogers, P11 lend a Hand 

O 


4 ® | 
ba | 


so empty it before I go any farther; Faith "twill be a good 
Joke to ſay I have help'd to empty the Ocean. 

Ones. Brave Captain! noble Captain! Huzza! Y 
[ They all ſit; Voice fills every one a Glaſs, the Mutes leave their 
Chairs, and fit duun behind them ; while they hold their 


Glaſſes, Hackum ſings, 


Mo 
04008 
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und, and your World ſtands ſtill, like a Fool, to watch for 


Wome, come, troop off, or by the Devil Pl! put you all in the 
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Harlequin's OPER A. 57 
Hack. Blood! and Thunder ! I never taſted it. | 
0c. Nor I, nor I; 'tis Conjuration ! Witchcraft! Chant- 
ent! Fo a 

= ice. Oho! Gentlemen, you can't taſte it *till the ſecond 


lass; I like your Humour much; I can never taſte till the 
Y cond Glaſs, my ſelf. 


they are ſerved as before. 


3 Hack. Oons, you conjuring Dogs, do you put Tricks upon | 


| 2 dentlemen ? By the Wars, Ill be reveng'd; fall on, 


3 Boys, fall on; bear a hand there, I'faith we'll fegue the 


Rogues. X — | 

Price. Nay then, let Signior Harleguino wave his Wand, and, 

= firm Durance, bind theſe reſtive Slaves; ſuch Slaves as 

aely mar our ſocial Joys, and quarrel eder a Moiety of the 

lobe. | Br 

= [Harlequin ſeizes Hackum, and his Companions the Sailors; 
they burry them along to the Chairs, where they are faſten d, 
and drawn into a Line, a-croſs the Stage. Harlequin, c. 
mimick their Conflernation, aud hold them by the Throat; 
while theyroar out, Murder! Murder] the Devil! the Devil! 


ice. The Sailor's Diſtreſs! or, War in the Bilboes! an ex- 


ent new Ballad! to the Tune of London Bridge is broken 


on. Ha! ha! ha! 
4 * CENE XV. Ballad, Meanwell, Modely, Drama. 


Bal. Incomparable! excellent Drama! Oons, this is the beſt 
cene in Chriſtendom ; it ſhall act with any Play in Europe, 
it, Box, and Gallery; I ſay 'tis ſuperlative, tis inimitable. 
1 rama. Meer Mechaniſm, Mr. Ballad, I aſſure you! | 
Mean. Pſhaw | Pſhaw ! *tis Mr. Ballad's T alte. 
Mode. Devil take your Criticiſms, they are as impertinent as 
Digreflion in an old Woman's Tale. 


3 SCENE XVI. Hackum, Voice, Merit, Smooth, 
3 Foible, Sailors, &c. 


Feile. Bleſs me! what is to be done here? As I live, I ne- 
ver (aw any thing ſo perfectly ridicule. Gentlemen, did you 

ever ſee the like? the Captain, and his Retinue! Poor Devils! 
alt they are perfectly confounded! 


1 cellent Entertainment. 
„ Hack. Pox of your Entertainment ! to trepan me into the ve- 
all ry Clutches of the Devil. Oons, *tis worſe than a leaky Ship, 


er a Lee-Shore—— But, if ever I get looſe, I1l be ſufficiently. 
i J reveng' d. 


[He fills their Glaſſes again, but, as they are going to 1 


Smooth. Oh Mem! I told your La' hip, we ſhou'd have e- 


No — — 


1 

) 
j 
9 
* 


. nN. 


33 The Faſhionable Lady; or, , 
reveng'd. By the Wars, I'll teach you more Reſpe& to a Mu 
of my Quality. 21 | | bh 

All Sail. Ay, ay, noble Captain, Revenge! Revenge | 4 
SCENE XVII. Enter ſeveral Poets, who ſeize wil 
Harlequin, and hurry him forward zo the Front n 


 #he Stage. | V v 
1 Poet. Seize him as an Enemy to the Muſes ! Y 


2 Poet. As an Enemy to the Poets! that's all one. = 

Hack. O ho! Mr. Conjurer, what are you got into Link 
at laſt? I thought your Devil wou'd leave you one Time offi 
other, and P'faith we'll make uſe of the ſame Opportunity u 
leave you too, 


[/#/bile he ſpeaks, Harlequin waves bis Wand, and 4 , 
Harlequin, Punch, Pierot, Searamouch and Pantalogff 
riſe inſtead of the others. 


Hack. Oons! what, more Devils? 
Voice. Ha! ha! ha! 
1 Poet. This is he that damu'd my Tragedy. 
2 Poet. That rain'd my Comedy. 
3 Poet. That ſpoil'd my Benefit. 
4 Poet. That danc'd us out of Faſhion. 
1 Poet. That ridicul'd the Muſes. - 
3 Poet. The Monſter-Monger ! 
4 Poet. The Dragon-Rider ! 
2 Poet. The Necromancer 
1 Poet. The Devil's Favourite 
All Poets. This is he! this is he! 
x Poet. Lei's carry him before the Judge of ſach Criminal; 
[They burry him of 8 


= jj 9B f 


All Poets. Come away, come away. 


SCENE XVIII. Merit, Smooth, Hackum, Voic 4 
Fo ible, Se. 1 


Feoib. For ſhame, Mr. Merit! What, let the Darling of the 
Faſhion be ſo furiouſly abus'd, without giving him Afliſttance'M 
As lam a Toaſt, I reſeat it moſt heinouſſy. Mr. Smooth, Ide 
pend on your Generoſity for his Reſcue. | 1 

Smooth. As I hope to be ſav'd, Madam, he's in very goo 
Hands already, or I ſhou'd be proud to obey your La'thip. 1 

Foib. Mr. Merit, I expect you'll obey me, or elſe yau ſhall 
feel my higheſt Reſentment, I can aſſure you. What, ſuffi 
the moſt facetious Signior Harlequin to be perſecuted by a Mov 
of raſcally Scriblers? | = 
AE + Meri 


> — 


- Harlequin's OEl. „ 


Ari. Madam, I'll wait on you to his Examination; and, if 

\F there oy to ſerve him, without 4 Prejudice to 

| % my own Judgment, you may depend on it I will exert my ſelf 

to the utmoſt of m Power. 7 : . 

HFS moorb. Allons, Madam! and, if my Judgment will permit x 
ne, your La'ſhip ſhall hear me plead moſt ſublimely in his Fa- F 
on Exe, 


SCENE XIX. Voice, Hackum, Sailors, 


—_ 7eice. Poor Signior Harlequino! — in the Hands of the Poets! 
Mercy on thee, I ſay. Thoſe Sons of Tragedy I'm moſt 
:. traid of — — they are ſad Dogs, certainly. I dogby his Cata- 
= trophe will be very deplorable. Thoſe Rogues carry Death and 
Destruction where-ever they come. I muſt follow to his Aſſiſt- 


W:ncc, and prove my ſelf a faithful Seryant, even in Adyerſity ; | 
Who” my Character will certainly ſuffer for being ſo ſingular, 


AIR XLIV. Death and the Lady. 


Alas, alas! this Miſchief grieves me ſore | 
1 Our Charms are ended, and our Gain no more. 
1; I did nat think they would haue call'd ſo ſoon; 
11 Ah! muſt our Morning Sun go down at Noon? LEExit. 


SCENE XX. 


Drama. There's an End of the Second AQ, Gentlemen. 
Ae. Im glad on't, with all my Heart. 1 
Mean. Poor Modely | You fee what a Plague it is to have ſuch 
oce g delicate Ear. ap | BD, an” 
B44. Oons, Sir! his Ear has no Delicacy; or he would reliſh 
cheſe Songs as well as I. But, come, let us take rother Bottle. 
What a Devil! muſt theſe poor Rogues wait here all the while 
lire a Gang of gaping School-Eoys at a Toy-Shop Window ? 
Pr'ythee diſmiſs them, Mr. Drama. | : 
I No, faith, I deny that; ds contrary to the Rules of 
Magick. 1 | | Ay 
: rama. Well, Sir, I believe they'll think it no Hardſhip, if 
| | you 


* «ia = e a a 
* FL ' y 2 


Wil k co The Faſhionable Lady; or, 

; | 1. you furniſh them with a Bottle, as well as us, for their Diver. 

Wl! | lion, in the mean time. | 5 

Wii | Bal. With all my Heart; faith, they ſhall have a Bottle, and 

FRAY drink like Juſtices of the Quorum. 3 | 

71 N ih I did wot think they would have calld ſo ſoon ; % | 

Wi |! Ab! muſt our Morning Sun go down at Noon? [Exeunt, Wi 

W |: ES xm ein 

1 Mcanwell, Modely, Drama; Ballad half Drunk, with 

. @ Bottle and a Glaſs in his Hand. g 

| bl COME, fit yon down — fit yon down, I ſay, Now let 7 . 
fi | 

"1 me tell you, honeſt Drama, among Friends — tho' ſome 

Parts of your Opera are well enough — yet, the whole Scheme F 

i does not like me. Fore George! | have a Scheme of my own KF 
mn that's a thouſand times better; I may venture to ſay, a thouſand 

18 times better. 


Drama. Pray, Sir, be ſo good as to favour us with it then. 

Bal. Ay, who's Fool then? I ſhall have you ſteal it, as 
great Men do Projects and get all the Reputation to your ſelf. Wi 

Mean. I dare ſwear there's no Danger; tis as ſafe as a Mill- 

ſtone at a Stone-Cutter's Door; ſo, pray, let's hear it. 9 

Bal. {mprimis, then, d'ye mark me? I would have it all in- 
tirely new; new, d'ye ſee, in every Circumſtance; and yet 
there ſhould not be one Character, but what had been on the 
Stage before; Ha, ha, ha! 

Drama. How the Devil can that be, I wonder ? 

Bal. What a dull Rogue | Ha, ha, ha! Why, look you, Sir, 
Ha, ha, ha! All the Perſons of the Drama ſhould be Heroes 


and Heroins, Perſons of the firſt Quality, the very Choice of 
all our Tragedies. 


Mean. How! in an Exgliſp Opera? 

Bal. Ay, in an 2 5 Opera, Sir; None but your 
Tamerlane, Cato, Brutus, Phocyas, Othello, Deſdemona, 
Monimia, Iſabella, Belvidera, and ſo forth; except now 
and then a Chorus of Pick-pockets, Oyſter-women, Orange- 
wenches, and ſuch ſort of People, their Attendants, 
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- - Harlequin's OE x A. Gt 
Dram. This is very new, indeed! 
Bal. Ha, ha, ha! I pity your Ignorance, Drama, faith, Ido; 
you underitand Parodies, I find, no more than a pett Citizen 
the great Horſe. Bot you'll be wiſer, when I have made 

ou ſo. 

l Mean. I believe it, heartily; but how can you bring all theſe 
Heroes together in one Play, Mr. Ballad? For my Part, I 
can't imagine. 

Bal. No, truly Sir, I believe not; you are not the worſhipſul 
Channter Ballad, Eſq; * are only plain Mr. Meanwell. Bur, 
mark me, all theſe fine Folks ſhould be tran imogtaphyed in paſ- 
fing thro' my Hands. | 

rams, I dare be-ſworn they would. 7 

Bal. Othello ſnould be a Serjeant in the Guards, and keep an 
= Alc-houſe at Charing-Croſs; Deſdemona ſhould be a Bar- k eeper; 
and Cato make him a Cuckold; Hah! Tamerlane ſhould be one 
of the Quorum; Brutus, a fat, cheating, miſerly Alderman; and 
= Phocyas a Stock- Jobber, turn'd Few. 

5% Dram. Excellent! I proteſt your Transformations infinitely 
exceed Ovia's. | 

Mode. Or the Perſian Tales, either. 

Mean. But what will you do with the Ladies? 

Bal. Oh, Sir! Pl! provide as well for them, I'll warrant you. 
LF Let me ſee —— Ay — Mozimis ſhall be an Exchange Girl; I- 
= ſabella, a-Sea-Captain's Widow; and Belvidera, a Bankrupt At- 
= torney's Wife, and an Evidence in Layer's Plot. + 


_ Orme. Ha, ha, ha! 
= Bal. Ithought *twou'd make you laugh; I knew I ſhould pleaſe 
as RS you, infallibiy. 5 EW, 4 
1. Drama Now, Sir, the Plot, Fable, Manner, Conduct, In- 
11- S cidents + 
= Bal. Oons, Sir! 'tis beyond all Sufferance to ask ſo many 
in. Queſtions together; — Plot, Fable, Manners, Incidents, and 


yet I a---a---2 Devil knows what! --— Sir, I'll tell you no more 

he WR till my own Time. Death! he asks Queſtions as faſt as a pee- 
=_ viſh Juſtice, or a bawdy Midwife. — Play away there. 

Mir. Meanwell, my Service to you, with all my Heart. 

ir, ll a | 

bes 

of i 


SCENE 


2 * 


v2 


i = wy 
ec 
Td 3 5 5 
2 © 
| — V O 
W 2 
83 
J E2ES 
. ld 88 
5 288 
2H 88 
D = VAR 
S S 
34 
> RES 
Sies 
— 2 22 8 
: A 
e 
'S 0 F 
AS Sg 
27 88 8 
ud 88 8 
Se 
1 OS 
0 


AIR XLV. 


Ghoſts of ev*ry Occupation. 


Come, ye Poets, ſmall and greater | 
All ye Sons of Rhyme and Metre | 
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Harlequin OPERA. 63 
Leave, awhile, your ſacred Fury, 
And commence Apollo's Fary : 
Come, tit Fuſtice calls you; knowz 
 Iaftice wow prepares her Thunder, 
See, the Victim trembles under 
Now bis Arts no more deceive us, 
Of our Wits no more bereave ns; 
- Loft bis Cunning, © 
Vain his Funning, 
. Scori' d his Paſſion, | 
Dams d the Faſhion; 
Juſtice ſtrikes the fatal Blow, 


AIR XLVI. Gillign of Croydon. 


Inquiſ. Now let's lay our Heads together, 
| Aud gravely hear the Calprit's Plea; 
*Twas Juſtice call d us Sages hither ; 
: And Fuſtice ſpeaks her Mind in me. 
Clerk. old up your gailty Hand, 
And bear the Court's Command, 
That you ſhould now, with low Intreaty, 
Sue for Pity, RE 
The Committee, 
Aud break your Magick Wand. 


AIR 


| 
5 


Wow btn + 


Spare, O. ſpare the Hum'rous Sage! 
0, let bim ſtill adorn the Stage | 


AIR XLVII. Sweet are the Charms of her I love. 


O, let him ftill divert the Town! 
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Harlequin; OPERA A. 55 
= Cborus of Poets. 
Y L ver the Hills, and over the Main, 8 4 
Fur let the wiley Traitor ſtray; 11 Hp 
No longer bear his idle Reign, © | | | 
Bat waft him far, ye Winds, away: 


Foib. Poor Signior Harlequin! Unfaſhionable Creatures! . . 
__ 4:05. Ay, poor Signior Harlequin, indeed —— Tis cer- 
3 rainly a Judgment oi him for fright ning me ſo a 
2 " . ©. ide. 
Foib. Mr. Merit, ſay ſomething in his Defence, immediately ; 
dr bribe the Wretches in his Favour: Other Courts of Juſtice 
ire ſenſible of Bribes, and why not this? N 
Merit. O, Madam! your Poet never refuſes Money; but the 
riminal does not deſerve any Favour. 
Foib. Ridiculous ! —— Mr. Smooth! ll! 
| Smooth: Upon my Soul, Mem, I. ſhou'd be glad to obey 
our La'ſhip; but, a — have loſt almoſt all my ready Caſh at 
 2drille. 8 | 3 . 
n. What a Vexation is this? However, *twas loſt in 4 
cmionable way. | | 


we: CENE III. Ballad, Meanwell, Modely; Drains; 


Bal. Blood! if no Body elſe will ſave poor Signior Harle- 
Nin, I'll do't my ſelf; and, by the Lord Harry, he ſhall not be 
[ranſported. —— S'death ! I'd "rather tranſport all the-Poets 
n the Nation. 2 DR a 4 

Drama. | thank you, Sir; I believe you, moſt ſincerely, — 
But ſure you don't imagine I would do ſo unpopular a thing, 
ks tranſport the Doctor; what, the faſhionable Doctor! ſure- 
y, you have a better Opinion of me! A Cs > CONE 
Bal. Nay, then tis well enough tis well enough — 1 
am pacified; ſave the Doctor, and I am pacified. _— 
Mean. But pray, Mr. Drama, what is the Reaſon that this 
Scene is nothing but Sing-Song ? I think 'tis the greateſt Im- 
propriety imaginable, in a Court of Juſtice, _ _.. 

Drama. O, Sir! for that very Reaſon I contriv'd it ſo. 

Mode. Stupid enough o Conſcience! | _ 

Drama. Beſide, Mr. Meanwell, you muſt conſider this is on- 
ly an Imitation of our modern Operas, both. Iaaliau and Eupliſ ; 
the more abſurd, the more faſhionable; their Authority will ju- 
ſtify the moſt ridiculous things in Nature. 2 
* Ay, that's true, the Italian juſtifies the. moſt egregious 

n , . 


* 


ſenſe. f 1 
\ | 9 F 8 = Mode; 


«6 The Faſhionable Lady; or, 


Mode. And the Engliſh, the moſt abomlnable Muſick. 

Bal. Ay, ay, Mr. Drama, modern Operas will juſtifie any 
thing. —'gad! 'tis a good Scene. Here's my Service to you 
on the ſame. | 


SCENE IV. We ſame Perſons as before. 
1 Poet. Well, but is the Ship ready, Brother Bayes? 


2 Poet. Ay, ay, all's ready, Brother Khywe ; away with him, 3 
Voice. Hold, hold, Gentlemen, a Moment, I beſeech you... 
ad this Matter, 


Voice. Don't be angry, ſweet Sir! —— Why, by letting you} 
Gentlemen, into the Secret, and giving you a Share in the Pro. 
fits. — So, the DoRor ſhall play the Fool, as before — I, the 


Suppoſe, now, only ſuppoſe we ſhould compou 
1 Poet. Compound, Sir! as how ? 


Knave—and you— ſometh 
me, Gentlemen. 

All Poets. Ay, ay, any thing for Money. } 

1 Poet. But, mark me, Sir, this is on condition the Dodo 
turns Stroller, and plays his Tricks only in Country Towm, 
and at yearly Fairs. Et 
Voice. A hard Condition 
with the Quality d 

2 Poet. Let them follow the Faſhion. 

Voice. Henceforth we are free from the Criticks,- and that! 
ſome Comfort however. They fay Intereſt is the Devil; if i 
is, I am ſute the Devil governs the World, beyond all diſpute. 


AIR XLIX. Second Patt of the Datch Skipper. 


ing between both, — You'll pardot 


If &er you ſee a Villain ſmile, 
An Atheiſt pray, a Miſer pay, 
A Stateſman give his Wealth away, 
A Lawyer own his Guile ; 


„Gentlemen! — What ſhall we di 


2 
F 


- 


= 
Pb 


— 


| Harlequins Oyrna:& #7 
& ver a Poet praiſe the Great, 


A Whore among the Godly wait, 
Zis Int reſt forms the Wile. 


But pray, Mafter, have theſe Poets inclos'd you like an Evil 
Spirit in a Magick Circle, and exorcis'd away your very Power 
of doing Miſchief? — Pray, dear Doctor, give them a little 
Touch with your Wand, and turn them into a Groupe of Old 

Women. — Believe me, Sir, the Transformation is as eaſy as 
«a Maggot to a Butterfly. 5 


[Ox a Sign given by Harlequin, 2he Inquiſitor /inks under the 

— and Colombine riſes in his Stead; Harlequin runs 
| eff the Stage, foe follews him, with Punch, Pierot, Scarar 
Z mouch, Pantaloon, and the Poets in a Train bebind. . 


1 
* N 


Smooth. Hack, a Word with you, Mr. Voice. 
Piice. O, Mr. Smooth! your moſt obedient, moſt dutifal, and 
od humble Servant. Are you for t'other Journey to the 
e oon? : 
"RE $2004h. No more of that, if you love me, dear Mr. Voice. 
22 Pr'ythee, is the Captain in Limbo ſtill? that's my Buſineſs. 
Voice. O, Sir! as faſt as a Bribe in the Hands of a Courtier; 
ad will remain ſo ad infinitum, if you deſire it, noble Mr. Smooth. 
_ 0b. Gad! Mr. Voice, he muſt either remain ſo ad inſini- 
9 E you phraſe it, or [ make my Peace with him imme- 
iately. f . 
W 22 Why, Sir, if you'll come along with us, and - a 
ou underſtand me, Sir — you ſhall have the Merit of ſetting 
im free, and afterwards you'll be as great as a cunning Lawyer 
ud hisrich Client. 3 
_ th. Allont, dear Mr. Voice. Madam, your moſt ſu- 
erlatively obedient, humble Servant. I am only going 
rith the Doctor and Mr. Voice, to give my Advice in a new 
ntertainment; I ſhall expect your La'ſhip at their Apartment, 
erit, your moſt obedient. 
Foib. Oh, dear Mr. Smooth! you are very obliging. 


SCENE V. Merit, Foible. 


Fi. Well, Mr. Merit, I proteſt I am glad the dear Conju- 
eris at Liberty again. La! if thoſe Rogues had tranſported 
im, 'twould have been ſuch a Loſs to the Beau- Monde, as no- 
hing could have aton'd. : 
= Merit. Pardon me, Madam; the Italian Opera, or even a 
oppet-Sbow, recommended by Faſhion, in my Opinion, would 

0 2s well. 1 2 E Foib, 


1 
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68 The Faſbionable Lady; or, 
_ O, Sir! Faſhion will recommend any thing in the Uni. 
ver 
Merit. Then I ſhall be vain enough to imagine Faſhion would 
recommend Me 
Foib. Yes, I vow, Mr. Merit, Faſhion would be your only 
Recommendation ; your very Man of Quality would be an in- 
ſignificant Creature, withont the Faſhion. 4 
Merit. But Faſhion is ſo various, that twould be the whole 
Bufineſs of one's Life to follow it. | 2 
Foib. Truly, Sir, I think one's Life can't be better employ'd, 
Merit. Beſide, Madam, the Faſhion is frequently ſo abſurd, 
that *twould affront one's Reaſon to be acquainted with it. 2 
Foib. Reaſon! Ha, hs, ha! Why, Reaſon has been out of 
Faſhion, among Perſons of Figure, Time out of Mind. I won- 
der you ſhould affront my Taſte with ſo unpolite a Word. 
Reaſon! O, hideous! a Lover and a Gentleman talk of Rex i 
ſon! Ha, ha, ha! 3 
. Merit. 1 ſhall never condeſcend to be a Man of Faſhion, 18 
By | 43 
FPoib. Then you'll never ſacceed with the Ladies, I ſee. Why, 
without the Mode, you'll look as inconfiderable, as a Noble 
man's Eſtate in the Corner of a Map. La! I ſhould be perfed- M8 
ly aſham'd of an unfaſhionably reaſonable Husband. When lx 
am at my Toilet, he'd be in his Study; when I was for a Party ne 
at Qxadrille, he'd be for reaſonable Converſation, forſooth; 
When I talk'd Scandal at the Tea-Table, he'd rail againſt Ma- 
lice; if I was for the dear Opera, he'd groan after ſome hideous al 
Tragedy; when I talk of Faſhions, he'd rave againſt Whim and 
Caprice. Ged! ſuch a Husband would be my abſolute Averſion, 
—— or, at beſt, he could be only tolerable, like a bad Picture 
hiding a crack d Wainſcot. | | 
Merit. | am afraid, Madam, I ſhall never be the happy, vil 
riable Creature, that will pleaſe you: *Tis impoſſible to rut 
thro? the various Changes neceſſary to the Character. 
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Harlequin? OPERA. 
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Old Time, that leags the Seaſons, 
And turns the fickle Weather, 
Mub Faſhions freights his Pinions, 

And burthens ev'ry Feather : 


Hence, ev'ry fleeting Moment 
To ſome new Whim is haſting; 
' The Moment ſwiftly varies, 
Nor is the Whim more laſting. 


Then bow can I the Round purſue, 
Or quit the Old, or learn the New? 
Alike they both are ranging, | 
Aud ſtill, too late my Changing. | 
Foib. Oh, Sir! if you'll follow my Example, you'lteafily over- 
come that Inconvenience. —— You muſt know I am always the 
L RIM firſt in a new Faſhion, and by that time the dull Creatures that 
= mimick your fine Lady, have made their ſcurvy Imitation, whisk+ - 
we jump into another, and mortify, the poor Wretches with the 
Change. Ged! I love Change. —— I love to. wander. ——*Tis / 
the pleaſanteſt thing in Nature, as I am a Toaſt, If *rwas the 
f | F 3 Faſhion 
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AIR LI. Some ſay Women are like the Sea. 
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Some ſay Women change like 


ile: 


Wind, 


Some like Fortune i flatt'ring Smile; 
Some, like Friends, when ſhe's unkind; 
Some, the hunted Stateſman's 
I grant it all; tis right to range, 


{a perfect Simile. 


Change, Change, and Woman agree, 


And Woman's fav'rite Foy, is Change: 
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Harlequin's OPERA. 71 


= Merit, I im ſorry, Madam, our Taſtes agree no better. 
= You are an Enemy to Reaſon, and I to Faſhion; and I douht 
@ thoſe two Oppoſites can no more be reconcil'd, than a Patriot, 
and a Courtier. 

= Fob. I don't deſire they ſhould, truly. I ſee the Difference 
already; — my Humour makes me merry — yours, makes you 
= ſad — Ha, ha, ha! You look like the Buſt of ſome old Philo- 
ſopher. | 

3 g Merit. Then ds a Philoſopher in Love, Madam, I can aſ- 
ſure you. 

Forb. What, are you in Love then? Ha, ha, ha! 

Merit. I thought, Madam, you had known it long ago. 
Hoi. Humh! I believe I did hear ſome ſuch thing a long Time 
= 20. -—Excuſe me; new Faſhions put ſuch Trifles out of my 
Head. —— Bat, are you really in Love? Ha, ha, ha! 
Merit. Ves, really, to my very great Sorrow. 

=_ Fo. Sorrow! O ridiculous! the unfaſhionable Creature! — 
= orrowfully in Love! Ha, ha, ha! Surely you are only in Jeſt! 
(ed! you can never be ſo ſingularly unpolite? | 
Merit. Tis ſerious Truth, I can aſſure you. 


AIR LIL. Whilſt I gare on Cloe trembling. 


Have you ſeen a lovely Creature, 
In the Eye of Fancy bred, 
Angel- lite in ery Feature? 

Such, my eaſy Heart betray'd. 


z. As I am a Toaſt, you ſhall fing no more. — Oh, hi- 
deous! Such melancholy Ditties give me the Vapours.—La! they 


are worſe than a Pſalm at an Execution, or an Owl at Midoight.— - 


Come, come, let's go to the dear Conjurer's directly. Sweet 
Signior Harlequin) I long to ſee Mr. Smoorh's Entertainment 
Some dancing Chairs — a few * on Broomſticks —— 


1 


\ 

72 The Faſhionable Lady; or, | 
or a Dance or two of Monſters. — Oh, Ged! I love ſuch d. 
verting Humours, mightily 1 agreeable to my Taſte I b 
ey are as much in the Mode, as Horſe-Racing or {Wwe 
Quaarille. * . th \ #-4 vo ; Fo 
Merit. Madam, I wait on you. —I ſee ſhe is loſt for ever, ani 
With her, or without her, I ſhall be miſerable. [Ad 


AIR LIII. Vain Bde. 
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Foib. ben Faſhion wakes the gloomy Spleen, 
_ Fancy tortures all within ; 5 
Again tis Faſhion makes me gay, 
Aud Faſhion drives the Gloom away: 


SCE N E VI. The Conjurer's. Sprightly, Prattle J 


 Pratile. Well, I vow and proteſt, Mem, I am exceedingly ol 
blig'd to your La'ſhip, for bringing me to the dear, dear Coo 
mers. | | | | 
* Spright. I find Signior Harleguin hity your Taſte, Prattle, . 71 
well as your Lady's. F: La 
Prat. O Mem, I have as much Right to her La'ſbip e s 
Taſte, as her old Cloaths, or her old Faſhions; and I protelWſuc 
Mem, by ſuch helps I paſs for a Wit all over our Family. WW 4 
 Spright. A Wit! Ha! ha! ha! | the 
at. You may laugh, Mem, if you pleaſe. — But I cui but 

tell you, Mem, I have the Vapours as well my Lady, I lauge cal! 
at good Senſe as well as my Lady, I fing Opera Songs *M - « 
y__ as my Lady, admice Entertainments as much as my Lad tha 
———_—  , . Nita 
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Harlequin: OE X. 73 
Spright. Hold! hold! Mrs. Prattle, for Goodneſs ſake— 
believe you heartily — you are perfeQly a modern Wit, as 


11 as your Lady ----- nay, you are as like your Lady, asa 
— with a Towpde, is like his Maſter. 


| AIR LIV. Windſor Terras. 
1 Pere Tom, and modiſh Sue, 
z At ſmall Expence, are made 
1 A ſparkling Belle, a ſpining Beau, 
* And grow gemeel by Trade: 
Z Alike they both aſpire 
4 Mitb conrtly Airs to ſhine; 
3 oll, tumbled down, they take their own, 
And ſwing on Alchouſe Sign. 
Prat. Indeed, Mem, I muſt take the Freedom to tell your 
WL ſhip, you | 
Sprigbt. La'ſhip again? Pr'ythee don't Burleſque me with 


np 


tel ſach ridiculous imaginary Titles. 


fo 7 
cal 


Prat. La! Mem, there is not a fingle Perſon, at this end of 


Wthe Town, who has ever ſeen the Court, or rid in a Chariot, 


but takes that ridiculous imaginary Title, as you are pleas'd to 
call it, for her due. 

8 - Spright. Their Pride and Folly would no more excuſe me, 
than juſtifie themſelves. I defire J may be never affronted with 


W it any more. 


Prat. Affronted, Mem ! 


2 Spright. 
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„ The Faſhionable Lady; or, 
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Spriębe. Yes, I ſay affronted; tho ſuch groſs Flattery 2 
pear like Reſpect, it inſinuates we need ſuch a Farce of Ho 
- nour to make our felves confiderable. — Our Footmen d. l 
no more, when they adora themſelves with their Mat 
Titles. 
Prat. Indeed, Mem, that's what Las going to ſay befor: 


tis as much a Queſtion, in my Opinion, whether the Qual 7 
take up our Manners, or we theits. 1 
Sprigbe. On my Life, the Jade's in the right; and, of the t] 
thele Creatures are the more pardonable ---- they Copy their K to. 
periors, while the others too frequently take Pains to deu 
' themſelves below the Meaneſt; by indulging a falſe Taſte, (WW 
ſpiſing the true, taking pleaſure in Extravagance, laughing at Vid © 
tue, inſulting Ingenuity, avoiding Humanity; jeſting with tl 'B 
moſt ſolemn Promiſes, trifling in the moſt ſerions Office; | tio 
Life, ferious in the moſt trifling. ----- How often are ide 
Lives only a Compound of Madneſs, and Folly ? How ff 8 
dom 12 they diſtinguiſn'd but by their Quality, and uno 
Vices 4 _ 8 
Prat. J don't know, Mem, whether twill become me iff * 
add any thing to your Satire. — But I am ſure if we go 7 
way towards them, they come the other half to meet us. 9 
AIR LV. The Twircher. „ 
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If thonghtleſs of Hell, poor Prattle ſhould ſell | 80 
Her Miſtreſt to the Lover; a 
The Courtier himſelf, in hoarding the Pelf, [ rif 
1s as much. s Slave all over. = 
| A Slave! ATA D 
Tom ſbonld pracure a Baud or a Whore, Witicl 
To merit his Maſter's Favour ; Ver 
I bat Stateſman, if try'd, bas ever deny'd Perac 
To Pimp with his beſt Endeavour: — 
A Knave! | Fug 
SCENYL 


Harlequin's Op ERA. 75 
SCENE vll. Sprightly, Prattle, Trifle. 


on. | 
ie. Verily, Madam, I always hated your Carthaginians ; 
r Panica Fides is my Averſion ------ I always keep my Pro- 
Ws, in Oppofition to Courtiers. "ve Ir 
. I perceive our Plot has ſucceeded admirably hi- 
Wo. | | 

e. Ay verily has it, Madam -- sbud I wiſh I was 
ure of the Philoſopher's Stone ----- we would rejoice 
Archimedes on a new Demonſtration in the Mathema- 
.- Ay, ay, I found Sir Peeviſþ Terrible, and his 
Brethren, according to your Directions, and no ſooner 
tion'd the Dumb Conjurer, but he rav'd like the Cameas 
|, and threaten'd nothing leſs than utter Deſtruction to 
Heretick in Science. ------ Verily I will engage we have 
ore Gadding to the Dumb Conjurer's. ------ No, no, i'faith 
e {poil'd his Roguery ------- *tis over with him, I can aſ- 
1 you. 4. 


SCENE VIII. 


r Voice, and Smooth; Harlequin on tbe Shoulders of hit 
- gre as in Triumph ; Colombine and the Poets be- 
Ind, bearing his Cap, Wand, and Wooden Sword. 


= * 
. 
* 0 


9 
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. Sings. ] A very pretty Fancy! A rare Gallantde Show! &c. 


za! Huzza! Huzza! Harlegain's Triumph, Gentlemen 
Ladies, with the merry H 


| umours of his Man Voice, 
= going to begin----- walk in, walk in. | 
a. Huzza! Huzza! well ſaid, Voice . Gad, Voice has 


ge — ſtay you Rogues, and drink tound — you'll Huzza 


oice, Bal. c. Huzza! Huzza! Huzza! 
SCENE IX. Sprightly, Prattle, Trifle. 


W rifle. By the Vatican, I am aftoniſhed ----- I am thunder 
ck ----—1 have ſeen Meduſa's Head death! this Fellow 
ot only a Conjurer, but the Deyil himſelf. ------ None but 
Devil cou'd have'eſcap'd out oF the Hands of an angry 
tick. O miſerable! What ſhall we do now, Madam ? 
HV crily; here will be more villanous Aſſignations, and Maſ- 
2 Revels. ------ O the bleſſed Days of Antiquity ! Your 
Wcient Britons, Saxons, Normans ------O they were brave 
mes! —Queen Elizabeth and her old Courtier were the laſt 
Flues of Antiquity ! 
Nu AIR 


2 
: 
7 
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N ight. So, Mr. Trifle, I ſee you are true to, your Affig⸗ | 


admirable Huzza - that Huzza deſerves a Bumper before 


better for it. [They all drink. 
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doubtedly they will be here. 


another, there's an end to Uncettainty and tedious ExpeRui 


76 The Faſhionable Lady; or, 


AIR LVI. The Queen's old Courtier. 


_ ME 


Var old Engliſh Courtiers were Men of Renown, 
By their old Engliſh Virtue their Value was known; 
Bat thoſe old Engliſh Courtiers are vaniſh d and gone, 
0h the old Courtiers of the Queen's, 

And the Queen's old Courtiers. 


Nur old Engliſh Soldiers were gallant and brave, 

They'd fight like old Harry ---- if once they had leave, 

And, like your old Heroes, had Fame and a Grave. 
Oh the old Soldiers of the Queen's, &c. 


= 


PEELED 


os off 2u 


Spright. You muſt have more Patience, Mr. Trifle ---vi 
you ate more Outrageous than a Stage Hero, and more inf 
tient than a peeviſh Husband. —— You may depend on't, Fl 
will be here preſently, and moſt of her Lovers in Coli 
quence ; they ſtick as cloſe to her, as Gameſtets to a yo 
Heir. | | 
Trifle. Yes, yes, I know they will be all here, Madam; 
But their Company ſl 
only to plague me, I hate them all worſe than an Abuſe 
Antiquities, or a Coutemner of Rarities. 

Sprigbt. But ſuppoſe you hate them as much as a Prieſtd 
an Atheiſt, can't you, when you are all together, preſs 1M 
Foible to a Declaration, inſiſt upon her chuting one, and! 
miſſing the reſt. -----If the Lot fall upon you, you'll be 
happy — as you can expect to be with a fine Lady ——if 
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A IR Lyn. My Chloe, why d'ye ſlight me. 


Of all that racks the Lover, 
M bat Pain ſoe'er he know, 
Of all that W, retches ſuffer, 
Thro' their whole Lives below, 
More Expedation grieves them, 
More fatally decei ves them, 
In greater Anguiſh leaves them, 
Than all their certain Woe: 


Trifle. Verily, Madam, you are in the right — I will do 
har you adviſe, as ſure as I am a Virtuoſo. 


SCENE X. Sprightly, Prattle, Trifle, Whim: - 


 Spright. Here comes one of your Rivals, as gloomy as wet 
Weather, and as ſullen as a condemn'd Malefactor. So, 
t. Phim, what Chance has driven you hither ? —— I thought 
ou hated a Conjurer like an Eaſt Wind ——I ſhould have as 
Pon expeded you at the Drawing-Room on a — to 
e 


* 
1 
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ſhew your Embroideries, as at a Conjuret's to, enquire 500 
Fortune. F 
Vim. Oous, Madam, at this Rate I need not enquire; 
Fortune any where —— I have often imagin'd, that a (.M 
Winter, a blaſting Spring, a hot Summer, or a fickly Autun 
would be my Death. —— But I own my Miſtake —— a 
man's Tongue will certainly be my Bane at laſt ——— [ HU 
be ſtunn'd to Death with Female Thunder. | f 
Spright. Poor Mr. Whim, — Ireally pity your Misfortun 
*tis a terrible thing to be falk'd to Death, that's certain; y 
if any Woman in Exgland can do ſuch Execution — 

bim. As I'll ſwear there are Thouſands —- 
Spright. My Couſin Feible will diſpatch you moſt effeQual} 
if *tis your Fortune to have her. — Poſitively, ſhe talk; 
much, as faſt, and as loud, as any one of them all — I yi 
cou'd ſay as well too, that you might die in a more con 
table manner. | | , 
Ihim. Comfortable! as if *twas in a Woman's Powe if 
give Comfort at any rate. 1 a 
Prat. You thought ſo, Sir, when you wanted a Womuili 
comfort your Conſtitution. Ha! ha ! ha! | 
bim. What a Devil, are you there, Mrs. Spit-Hre? Jl 
Upon my Life, Madam, this Huſſey had the, Afſurance to 
pect me for a Husband, and told me, for 8 18 
could correct my Conſtitution as well as her . Pa 
Trifle.” Ha! ha! ha! verily, Mr. Vim, I believe the coli 
Spright. How Prattle! What, Rival your Lady? 1 
Prat. No, as I hope to be ſav'd, Mem, I had no ſuch 
fign—— N offer'd my Service in a joculac wil 
em —— [— 
Sprigbt. O was that all! then you were miſtaken, Wil 
Whim. ; De: 
Prat. Yes indeed, Mem, Mr. bim was miſtaken, I 
aſſure you; for I vow and proteſt, Mem, were I married ij 
Mr. Whim,l ſhould dream of nothing but wet Weather ev 
Night, and, at Nine Months end, be brought to Bed of 
oud. a 


AIR LVHI. Sweet if you love me come away. 


5 


Should &er I whiſper, come away, 
Come away, come away, 

New, wow, my Deareſt, come away; 

With ſullew Snore, bed groaning turn, 

What, now while Fever-like you burn ? 


At leaſt, if youre reſolv'd to — come away, come away; 
At leaſt, my Deareſt, ſtay till Morn. 


* rifle. Ha! ha! ha! very pretty truly, very pretty, ha! ha! 
= Poor Mr. bim, verily you look as mortified, as a dil- 


ointed of the Longitude. Ha, ha, ha! 

im. What a Pox! all againſt me ? was ever poor Devil 

oi miſerably tormented ? Oons! what had I to do with a fine 

dy : What a Fool was I to dream of Comfort in Matri- 

ny 

Spright. True, Mr. him I am much of your Opinion— 

Proteſt, were I a Man of your Accompliſhments, I would 

wait on a Woman's Leiſure any longer Fd inſiſt on 
Veclaration one way or another — a Man of your Accom- 

Iſhments, believe me, may ſucceed any where. 

Whim. Really, Madam, I think you have more Prudence 

an all your Sex beſide — it ſhall be ſo — your Coutin Foi- 

We ſhall declare, ay, marry ſhall ſhe —if Pm refus'd, no 
atter, let her go I ſay — a Man of my Accompliſhments, 
you obſerve, Madam, may ſucceed any where. 


CENE XI. Sprightly, Prattle, Trifle, Whim, 
Merir, Foible. 


© Foible. O Gentlemen! I am glad you are here — Signior 
Wrlequin is at Liberty again, he has triumph'd, he is free— 
ij & ſhall have more Witches, Devils, Monſters, Dancing, 
Ioging, Fidling, Jumping, Fooling, and all that. — Come 
ong, Gentlemen, come along — I am impatient till 1 

t. 
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ded Member of the Royal Society, or a Mathematician diſ- 
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Mr. Smooth's Entertainment; come along, tis after the newel 
Faſhion, you may believe me. : 

Spright. Now's your time, Gentlemen ; follow her, while 
perſuade Mr. Merit to fall into your Meaſures, and make th; 
Scheme as effectual as you your ſelves can deſire. 

Prat. O ay; the Entertainment! the Conjurer! Witchy 
Devils, Monſters; Dancing, Singing, Fidling, Jumping; Fool 
ing, and all that. | 


SCENE XII. Ballad, Meanwell; Modely, Dram, 


Bal. Look ye Friend, Drama, I won't be fobb'd off wy 
this paltry Chit-chat any longer —— fore George, Ill havey 
Entertainment direAly ——1 ſay bring me on the Harlegun- 
et me have the Dancers —— a few Monſters A lit 

itchcraft — or ſome Intrigues —— ay, ay, ſome 
trigues. —— By the Lord Harry, Harleguin's a fad Dog 
mong the Girls ; i'fack, he tickles them off, and if the Cucko| 
Rogues, their Husbands, preſume to interpoſe, he flourily 
his Wand thus, and, flap Sir, a huge pair of Horns ſprout! 
their Heads immediately; while he runs off in Triumph wil 
the Lady. — Come, come, Mr. Drama, the Intrigues, if 
the Horns, and the Husbands, and the Monſters, and 
Wives. — Before George, I'll have them all, in ſpite of 
tality, and the Fathers. 

Drama. Hold, Sir, pray have a little Patience — all in gi 
time——you would not interrupt the Plot of the Play, wal 

ou? | . 
, Bal. Oons, but I would the? — confound the Plot and i 
Play too. There is more Wit in one fiery Dragon, than inf 
the Plays in Europe — Pox ! give me the Entettainment —W 
muſt have ſome Entertainment. | [ Dri 

Mean. Pt'ythee, Ballad, don't be ſonoiſy. Why you roar d 
twelve-penny Critick in the upper Gallery,fot a favourite 80 
or a ſaucy Footman before a Nobleman's Chair. For ſhan 
let the Play ptoceed, and, if you muſt have an Eatertainn 
can't you drink in the mean time? 

Bal. Cod fo! cod fo! an—excellent Ex---pedition truly 
well, well, for the ſake of the Joke, I will drink —- . 
drinking is an excellent Entertainment. [ Drn 

Mode. So, his Mouth is ſtopt at laſt, however. 

Drama. I am oblig'd to the Bottle for this Indulgence 
hot often ſo ſerviceable; I can aſſure you. 


SCENE XIII. Merit and Sprightly. 


| 
| 


5 
Spright. So, Mr. Merit, you are as melancholy as eve} you 
' perceive. | Sat. 


b that 


Mer. 1am ſure, Madam; I have as much Reaſon as ever to 


gy! * L don't in the leaſt queſtion it as long as you. help 


pect to be otherwiſe. 5 | 

Mer. Faith, Madam, I am grown weary of the Honour, ſhe 
did me, and have---at laſt--- diſcharg'd my ſelf from her Ser- 
vice. Tis true, her Folly, and your Reaſon, have done more 
for me, than all my own Philoſophy. A Woman ſo affe ctedly 
vain, ſo whimſically trifling, ſo infipidly merry, and ſo foaliſhly 
preſuming, is fit for nothing but the Ridicule of good Senſe, and 
the Laugh of the Stage. 


AIR LIX. Coal blick Joak. 


Were I to chuſe my fav rite Charms, 
The Beauty that ſhould bleſs my Arms; | 

The deareſt Friend! and the fondeſt Bride! 
No more the modiſh trifling Dame 
Should lure my Vows, or taint my Fame; 

Her Joy is Dreſs, and her Paſſion Pride! 
The bluſhing Fair my Vows employ, . 
Whoſe Soul is Love, whoſe Eyes are Joy; 
Whoſe Heart, from ev'ry Folly free, 

In gentle Tranſport beats for me, _ 
| The deareſt Friend! and the fondeſt Bride! 


Spright. Really this is a Change indeed! I have ſome Hopes of 

even you now. Before, I imagin'd one part of your Conduct was a 
Satire on the other; or at fealk, ou were grown ſo very happy, 

oy that ſome Affliction was necelar to qualify it. If 8 my 

/ ; | ouſm 


Harlequin's OPERA. Ir 


to make up the Equipage of a faſhionable Lady, you can't ex- 
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Couſin had anſwer'd that End to Advantage—like other good 
Husbands, you would have had no Torment but your Wife. 
Mer. Trace with your Railery now, Madam, however. —. 
When a Town is ſurrender'd, all Hoſtilities ſhould ceaſe; tis a 
lictle inhumane to inſult a conquer'd Enemy. | 
Sprighs. *Tis not intended as an Inſult, you may believe me, 
but only a Trial of your Fidelity. 


AIR LX. With tuneful Pipe and merry Glee. 


And Fondneſs ſlumbring les, 
He thinks Deſire is on the Wing, 
And all his Paſſion dies; 
But Anger ſoon 
Forgets its Frown, 
And fond Deſire returns; 
The Lover's Pain 
Sauccceds again, 
And Sorrow vaiuly monrns. 


eſt 


Fe 
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d Mer. 0 Madam, I ſee the Danger J have eſcap'd in the ſtrong- 
eſt Light imaginable, and, if I return, may I be chronicled for a 
Pool, in every new Lampoon, for a Year together. 


The Wretch wha ſcapes the Ocean, 
 Tho' ſhipwreck'd on the Strand, 
Tet dares the ride Commotion, 
To drag his Wealth to Land: 
The Wretch, ſo madly daring, 
His Fate deſerves to find; 
Let ev'ry Billow bear him! 
The Sport of ev'ry Wind! 


Spright. I am glad to find you ſo reaſonably reſolv'd. Ihave 
a Deſigu to mortify my Couſin into a Reformation, if poſſible. 
Do you think you can Took calmly on the Charms you 1o —_ 
defir'i, and make a voluntary Reſignation? Nay, can you look 
as pleas'd all the while, as a bearded Few in Change-Alley, cheat- 
ing one of the Gentiles? Confider,ſhe has a fine Out- ſide, — twas 
that you lov'd, and, while it continues as beautiful and as en- 
chanting as ever, are not you as liable as ever to the Snare? 
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AIR LXIII. When Palatines came o'er, 


Smooth o'er the green Seas Wave 
The Syrens dance along, 
Diſplay their fatal Charms, 
And trill their tempting Song ; 
But vain the tempting Lay, 
As vain their ſportive Play; 
The Pilot ſails away, 
Secure away. 


Spright. Then, Sir, you have gain'd a Victory indeed. *Tis 
ertaialy as hard to overcome a Paſſion, as humanize a Miſer. 
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SCENE XIV. 


SCENE drawing, diſcovers Harlequin in his Chair, 

Punch, Scaramouch, Pierot, Panthoon, in the Man- 
ner and Poſture of Statues, behind him : Two Giants, one 
on each Side of the Stage; by one ſtands Cerberus, by 
the other Pegaſus : beyond them Angels and Furies pro- 
miſcuouſly ranged; the Devil and Death ending the 
Line: Above are Machines of Gods and Goddeſles, 
Dragons with Witches aſtride them; the back Scene 
decorated with the Sun and Moon, one Range of the 
Scenery a Colonade, the other a Wood. 


[SCENE XV. Ballad, Meanwell, Modely, Drama. 


Bal. Oons, you little Dog, what a Scene is here? Faith the 
very Eſſence and Quinteſſence of every Entertainment extant. 
Drama, I'll love theeas long as [live for this O my poor Boy's 
Wedding ! *twill be a glorious Wedding ! it makes me weep 
for very Joy. Meanwell, Modely, you grumbling Rogues! 
$ here's a Scene! Shakeſpear, Fobuſon, Utway! Oons, they never 
# ſaw ſuch a Scene in their whole Lives. 
Drama. Really, Sir, I am very much of your Opinion. 

Modely. Pr'ythee, Ballad, don't be ſo impertinem ---- let the 
Players proceed, By the Univerſe, I'm tir'd to Death with his 
Nonſenſe. 

Mean. Be patient a little longer, — let the old Gentle- 
RR over his good Fortune—his Humour is as good as 
the Play. 

Bal. Sn Signior Harlequin! let me kiſs thee, old Boy; and 
you my little dumb Raſcals; but mum for that; cry Mercy,here's 
the Devil too my Service to you, you black Whoresbird, with 
all my Heart. O Death, thou long-liv*d Mortal, give me thy 
Hand, and let's lead up a Dance. Oons, we'll haye Death's 
Dance more to the Life than Halben's but Gad forgive me, 
we'll ſee the End of the Opera firſt; and then we'll dance all to- 
gether, like a Medly-of Fools at a Maſquerade. 


SCENE XVI. Merit, Smooth, Hackum, Whim, 
Trifle, Foible, Sprightly, Prattle, Voice. 


Voice. Look ye, noble Captain, you may be as quarrelſome 
as a ſurly Juſtice,, or a Town-Rake, if you pleaſe; but you 
know 'tis not Convenient for you to quarrel here; theſe Gentle- 
men will ſpare you their Seats again, if you care to accept the 
Favour. Belide, Mr, Smooth is the civileſt Man alive, and 
G 4 | pleaded 
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leaded for your Enlargement like a begging Courtier, or 3 
2 Candidate; what can you defire more? 
Smooth. Ves, indeed Captain I did now; and what can a reg. 
ſonable Man deſite more? 
Foible. Mr. Smooth, give your ſelf no farther Trouble about 
the il/-bred Creature — I'll be your Protection. | 
Hack. IIl-bred Creature! s'death ſhe takes his Part-— what: 
Devil, Madam, do you prefer this trifling Silk-Worm, thi; 
gaudy Butterfly, this chirping Cock-Sparrow, to a Man of my 
Courage and Renown? Blood and Thunder! I'll be reveng'd. 
Smooth. Indeed, Sir, but you ſhan't — I intend to keep ou 
of his Way. Dem it, be ſtares like his Ship's Lion, and is as teſt 
as a proud Church-Warden. „Aid. 


AIR LXV. Fye now pr'ythee Jobn. 


Fye, fye, think of Peace, 
Pray let Quarrels ceaſe ; 
Let's be friendly — Deel take Diſpute. 
Smootb. "Twas Hackum's Fault, he rav'd and ſwore, 
Le Ruffin Swiſs, or drunken Whore ; 
- Not that I heed the Roar 
Of ſuch a ſurly Brute! 
Sirrah, you lie, I ſcorn your Mord, 
Ta Dog, I'll make you eat my Sword. 
Go, Bully Huff, and ſtirm aboard, 
Why, what are you aſhore? 


Voice. 


Hack. 


Smooth. 


Voice. Look ye, Gentlemen, here's the Doctor [Harlequin 
interpoſes. ] I fancy a Touch of his Art will filence us all, like 4 
Juſtice's Warrant: | % ds l 

Hack. Confound this Wizard, I hate him worſe than a Pi- 
rate or a Spaniard. Smooth. 


as the ark, and as unmannerly as the Devil. 


Smooth. O dear Sir Harlequin, I am infinitely oblig'd to you 
for this Favour, I forgive you my Journey to the Moon with 


U my Heart. | 
[Harlequin waves bis Wand, and leads up his Mutes in a Dance. 


SCENE XVII. Ballad, Modely, Meanwell, Drama. 


Bal. Oons, Drama, take the Bottle-—- take the Bottle this 
Inſtant — I'll lead up the Dance my ſelf, and Death or the 
Devil ſhall be my Partner. ¶ He puts the Dancers in Confuſion. 

Mode. Sink me, this is inſutferable ---- he has ſpoil'd the very 


beſt Scene in the whole Play. 
Mean. Pr'ythee be quiet -- twas only in ſearch of a-proper 


Partner. | 

Drama. Indeed, Mr. Ballqd, you diſorder us ſtrangely, we 
ſhall never end the Rehearſal at this Rate. 

Mode. Devil take him, he's as troubleſome as Advice to 3 


| loſing Gameſter. 


Mean. Then we'll thruſt him out of the Company, far his 


Folly. 
Mode. With all my Heart, by the Univerſe--- I wiſh we had 
ſerv'd him ſo an Hour ago - come Drama, let's away with him. 


Bal. Oons, Gentlemen, what do you mean? why, tis my 


Son Raztle's Wedding my very own Play. | 


Mean. You may be as dumb as your own Harlequis, if you 
er ſo take your Bottle and troop off - that's the only 


ntertainment you underſtand. 
Bal. Confound theſe damn'd Criticks----they are as arbitrary 


[ They puſh bim . 
SCENE XVIII. The ſame Perſons as before. 


Foible. As T am a Toaſt, the DoQor is a moſt facetious Per- 
ſon---I am prodigiouſly charm'd with his Entertainment I 
33 a more faſhionable Thing in my Life, I vow and 
proteſt. 

Prat. Nor I neither, Mem, as | am a Perſon. 

Trifle. Verily, Madam, by the Doctor's leave, I muſt intrude 


on his Entertainment, and ask your Ladyſhip a very ferious 


Queſtion, 
Foible. Then you'll be very impertinent, I aſſure you, Sir,. 
[ hate every thing that is ſerious, mortally. _ | 
Trifle. Verily, Madam, I muſt perſiſt in my Intreaty, tho? the 
Buſt of Cicero ſhould plead to the contrary ---therefore, Madam, 
de ſo good as inform us who is the happy Perſon you will ſe- 


let from your humble Servants, as your moſt particular Rarity? - 


appeal to them all, whether it is not a yery reaſonable Queſtion. 
Whim, Ay, ay, Mr. Trifle, a very reaſonable Queſtion. 
— 

* 


— 
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Smooth, Captain, will you do me the Honour of ſpeaking firſt? 

Hack. Ay, and laſt too, Mr. Flatter : BloodI ſay tis reaſonable, 

Merit. I am of the ſame Opinion, Gentlemen. Br 

Smooth. Dem it, and I too. | 

Spreght. I think your Ladyfhip has a very fair Election. 

br. Yes indeed, Mem, her La'ſhip has Variety enough. 

Foible. Well, Gentlemen, ſince you are ſo importuuate to in- 
fiſt on a Declaration — | 

Merit. Hold! Madam, a Moment, if you pleaſe — I beg 
Leave to prevent your Refuſal of me— by giving up the Cauſe 
—— From henceforward this Lady receives my Addreſſes ——. 
Where Reaſon will juſtify Inclination, and Friendſhip recom- 
mend Love. 
- Foible. Sir, I muſt tell you, as I never valued your Love— 

ſhall never lament the Loſs, you may aſſure your ſelf — and 


o— Mrs. Sprightly, you are very welcome to your unfaſhion- 


able Man of Senſe. Ha! ha! ha! 


ha! ha! 
2 AIR LXVI. Let Bargundy flow. 


Foible. While Dreſs and while Play 
I our whole Delight, | 
At the Wild, Young, and Gay, 
Let my Darts wing their Flight ; 
Let Love be their Guide, 
Their Pleaſare, their Pride, 
And Wiſdom be Husband when you are the Bride. 
Spright. Let Wiſdom be mine, g 
„ Let Fully be Thine, 
Aud both will be bleſt, as their Wiſhes incline, 


| F Oible. 


41 


Spright. And you to your faſhionable Fools, Mrs. Foible, Hal 


ble. 
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Foible. Let Love be their Guide, i 

Their Pleaſure, their Pride, 

Let Wiſdom, 888 

Spright.— — — — Let Folly, 
Foible.— — — Let Wiſdom, 
Spright. — — — — Let Folly, 

Let Wiſdom be mine, 

Let billy be thine, 

Both. And both will be bleſt, as their Wiſhes incliae. 


Hack. By the Wars, this Merit is a gallant Fellow — Blood, 


'n diſcharge her too, — and then 1 ſhall be reveng'd for hee 


flighting me — Madam, I am a rough Seaman, d' ye ſee— and 


don't care a Rope's End for all the Women in England, fink, 

or ſwim — You may take me at my Word, Lady — I ſpeak my 

I Mind bluntly. | | * 
al 


Foible. Yes, yes, Captain Blzfter, I know you do —— But 
ſach an aukward unpolite Monſter, as you are, with all your 
Raggamuffin Airs, can never give a fine Lady any Pain -- and 
ſo you may pay your rude Addreſſes to Mrs. 4 too, if 
you pleaſe I am indifferent till, I can aſſure ou. 

I bim. If he does not, Madam — I can tell your Ladyſhip 
I ſhall —1 am weary of courting the Faſhion, aud giving my 
ſelf the Torment of a Wild-goote Chace. 

Foible. J muſt tell you, Sir, 1 am as weary of your Humours, 
as you are of the Faſhion — You may do what you pleaſe — 
Such Creatures are not worth my Notice! 3 

Prat. I fancy, Mr. him, you'll loſe your Time on Mrs. 
Sprightly — You had better accept my Offer to correct your 
Conſtitution. | | | 

him. Any one, rather than a faſhionable Lady. 

Trifle. Verily this is the greateſt Rarity I ever ſaw in my Life. 
— The Daw, ſtript of her bortow'd Plumes in the Fable, is 
nothing comparable to a Faſhionable Lady, deſerted by her Lo- 
vers Verily, I will not ſpoil the Joke, by an unſeaſon- 
able Conſtancy ——— Madam, I humbly beg your Ladyſhip's 
Leave, to diſmiſs my ſelf from your Collection of Lovers. 

Foible. O Sir, you are very welcome I aſſure you —T 
can diſpenſe with a Viriuoſo at any Time He is no fuch 
Rarity —— To be as free with, you, Gentlemen, as you 
have been with me—'rwas my Deſign to have refus'd you all, 


except the faſhionable Mr. Smootb, and He— ſhall be my Choice 


notwithſtanding. 
Smooth. Pardon me, Mem — Dem it, I wonder your La'ſhip 
ſhould be ſo miſtaken — Not when you are out of Faſhion 


your ſelf, Mem ; not when your out of Faſhion your ſelf, for 


the 


” 


* 
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92 The Faſhionabh Lady; or, 


the World — Such an Abſurdity would be an eternal Affront 
to a Man of my Geniys. | 

Omnes. Hal na! ha! i 
Froible. Dem your Genius, Fopling — This is unſufferable— 

What, forſaken! deſpis'd! laugh'd at! impoſſible! — Pratzle! 
— the Hartshorn — the Hartshorn, Pratzle ! [ Swoogs, 

Voice. So, fo, ſhe recovers — Madam, the Doctor, being in- 
finitely concern'd for your La'ſhip's U neaſineſs, preſumes to of. 
fer his Service in lieu of theſe Deſerters — What ſay you, Ma- 
dam? — The Doctor is perfectly in Faſhion, and can transform 
| himſelf to any Shape to pleaſe you; even Baboon, Dog, or any 

other Beaſt in Æſep's Fables. 

Feible. The Doctor! ay, Fellow, the Devil | any faſhionable 
Thing in the Univerſe, to mortify theſe ill-bred Fellows. 
Voice. Huma! Noble Doctor, Gallant Doctor! let's have a 
Chorus and other Dauce, and a Fig for Merry-Axdrews and 
Country Fairs, I lay. 


AIR LEXVI. Come follow, follow me. 


Come, follow, follow me, 
I faith we'll merry be; 
The Muſick of the Spheres | 
Sali lead us by the Ear: Haud 


＋ 


Harlequin's Oyz KA. 93 
Hand in Hand we'll dance around ; 3 


This is all inchanted Ground. 
Hand in Hand, &c. 


A GRAND DANCE. 


18 OED 


AIR LXVIII. Butter'd Peas. 


Mer. Had you, fair Lady, deign'd to ſmile 
Upon a wretched Lover's Pain, 
Still on your Breaſt Td breath'd my Vows, 
Nor ever wiſh*d to rove again. 
Spright. But Faſhion, Faſhion was the Charm 
The Wanton courted ev'ry Hour; 
For Faſhion, Faſhion. you was frorw'd : 


But now her Scorn will ſling no more. 


Chorus, By Pride, and Folly, cur'd at laſt 
Of idle Love's fantaſtick Pain; 
As once we all were Slaves alike, 


Alike we all are free again. 
SCENE XIX. Meanwell, Modely, Drama. 


Drama. Gentlemen, I thank you for your Patience. I wiſh 
my Opera has given you any Entertainment Such as 


"tis, I throw it on the ne of the Town; in hope "twill be 


receſv'd favourably, for its Intention Sake. 
Mode. By the Univerſe, Mr. Drama, if you had not ſneer'd 
fo often at Italian Operas, I could almoſt wiſh you good Succeſs. 
Mean. The Intention is really good, and if *twas 
not an Opera, I too would wiſh you the ſame with all my 


Heart — But as the Caſe is, I am really aſhamed to ſee a 


Britiſh 


* 
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94 The- Faſhionable: Lady, &c. 


Britiſh Audience . ſhout to inſipid Farces, that have miſtaken 
their Climate, and intruded on the Theatre Royal, inſtead of 
Bartholomew- Fair or the Boroagh. 

Drama. Wny, Sir, to be free, I am as much aſham'd as 
you; and, for that very Reaſon, made my humble Eſſay in this 
Kind of Entertainment, to prevent a worſe— For every little 
Creature now, who has ever ſcribbled a Popular Ballad, or an 
amorous Song, thinks himſelf capable of writing an Engl 
Opera, and charming the politeſt- Audience. 


But now the Muſes fav'rite Sons ariſe, 

Politely learn'd, and elegantly wiſe, 

Ariſe Majeſtick to reform the Stage, ; 
And, with a nobler Scene, delight th' admiring Age. 
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Lately Publiſi/d, Curiouſly Printed in Two Pocket Volumes, 


+. The MUSICAL MISCELLANY: being a COLLECTION 
of CHOICE SONGS, ſet to the VIOLIN and FLUTE, by 
the moſt Eminent MASTERS. 


The Man that hath no Muſick in himſelf, 
And is not mov'd with Concord of ſweet Sounds; | 
Is fit for Treaſons, Stratagems, and Spoils. Shakeſpeas: 


Printed by : and for J. Watts, at the Printing- -Office in Wild-Court near 
Lincoln's- Inn - Fields, and Sold by the Bookſellers both of Town and 


Country. 


Nov. 12, 1729. This Day was publiſh'd, 


The THIRD aud FOURTH VOLUMES ff 


4% The MUSICAL MISCELLANY; Being a Collection of 
CHOICE SONGS and LYRICK POEMS: With the BASSES 
to each Tune, and Tranſpoſed for the FLUTE. By the moſt Eminent 
Maſters, 


Mos1cx's the Cordial of a troubled Breaſt, 
The ſofteſt Remedy that Grief can find; 

The gentle Spell that Charms our Cares to Reſt, 
And caims the ruffling Paſſions of the Mind, 


Printed by and for J. Watts, at the Printing-Office in Wild-Court near 
Lincola's-Inn Fields, and Sold by the Bookſellers both of Town and Country. 


The FIFTH and SIXTH Volumes, which are deſign'd to cons 
clude this COLLECTION, will go to the Prefs very ſpeedily; there- 
fore all GENTLEMEN and LADIES who are willing to Contribute 
any NEW SONGS to this Collection, are defired to ſend em as ſoon as 
poſſible, directed for John Watts, and Care will be taken to have em * 
to Muſick by the beſt MASTERS. 


N. B. Thoſe PIE CES which are come to Hand fince the finiſhing the 


THIRD and FOUR TH Volumes, ſhall be inſerted in the FIFTH 
and SIXTH, | 


74ſt Publiſh'd, The Fourth Edition of 


* The FAIR. CIRCASSIAN, a Dramatick Performance, done 
"Sc. the Original by-a Gentleman-Commoner of Oxford. To which are 


added ſeveral Occaſional Poems, by the ſame Author, — ſane Me, Liber, 
wis in Urbem, Ovid. 


ER October 8, 1 729. 
1 Dig a % Pablifſ'd, with the Addition of Nize PIEC E I 


- (mark'd thus * in this Advertiſement) and Adorn'd with cnrionc 
U cab 12970 er by Mr. John Vanderbank and Mr. High- 
| more, avd Ingrav'd by Mr. Gerrard Vandergucht, zhe Venn 
dition 0 
S295 TY * COLLECTION of NOVELS and HL 
8 TO RIES. In Six Volumes. Written by the moſt Celebrated Authors 
in ſeveral Languages. Many of which never appear d in Engliſh before, | 


| All New/Tran{lated and Compiled from the meſt Authentick Originals, 


OL. I. Containing, | VOL. Iv. Containin 2 7 
. -Huct's Dif- The Hap appy Slave, + 
NR POOP The Rival Ladies. 
Romances, The Loves of King 14h Il. and, 
ZAYDE. Fair Roſamond,” 
+ The Marriage * The Innocent Adultery. 
® The Aras ref babes. "HR of the = Pl of 
The Jealous Eftremaduran. + the Spaniards 1 
® The Hiſtory and Fall of che Lady | Borg; els 1 
Iuane Grey. Lol. v. Containing, 
e The Adventures on the ** The Little Gypſy. 
Mountains. Ethelinda. ö 
| vol. 11. Cantaining, The Amour of Count Palviano 
The Prince6s of Cleves. I.. Econora. I 
The Fair Maid of the Ian. 7: 8 he Unhappy Favourite 8 
The Force of Friendſhip. 2 TL TY DJ all of Robert Earl of Eſſex, | 


Charon: or, the Ferry - RK. {66 nderdeg the Great. 5 
The Hiſtory of the Captive. <=" vol. VI. Containing, - 4 


| VOL. HI. Containing, | The „ 
Do Calos.. S 
j 1 The Hiſtory of Count eber and The Loves of Oſmin and Daraxs,*; 
Leonora de Ceſpedes. 2 e e 1 
The Curious . e 1845 Cornelis. 1 
® The Hiſtory of Jane Shore. The Hiſtory of Maſkanicllo, | % 
The Prevalerice e I re pale Dutchen. | 9 
The Liberal Lover. | ] * Mymoirs of the Impriſonment oil 
The Beautiful Turk. Death of Mary Queen of Scots, 


Desto for J. Watts, at the Printings Office in Wild-Court near Lincoln's 
Inn Fields; And Sold wy the Bookſellers both of Town * W 
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ie Fifty One NEW FABLES in Verſe; (Invented for the Amules 
ENT I reef His Highneſs WILLIAM Duke of Cumberland) By Mr. Gu 
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